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KISS  ME,  MOTHER,  KISS  YOUR  DAfiLINC. 
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Kiss  me,  mother,  kiss  your  darling, 

Lean  my  bead  iipon  jour  breast, 
Fold  your  loving  arms  around  me-^ 

I  am  weary,  let  me  rest. 
Bcenes  of  life  are  swiftly  ffidlng, 

Brighter  seems  the  other  shore ; 
I  am  standing  by  the  river, 

Angels  wait  to  waft  me  o'er. 

Chorus. 

Kiss  me,  mother,  kiss  your  darling, 
Lay  my  head  upon  your  breast, 

Fold  yoar  loving  arms  around  me, 
I  am  weary,  let  me  rest. 

Kiss  me,  mother,  kigs  your  darling. 

Breathe  a  blessing  on  my  brow. 
For  1  '11  soon  be  with  the  angels — 

Fainter  grows  my  breath,  e'en  now, 
Tell  the  loved  ones  not  to  murmur ; 

Say  I  died  our  Flag  to  save, 
And  that  I  shall  slumber  sweetly 

In  the  soldier's  honored  grave— CAatim. 

Oh  !  how  dark  this  world  is  growing — 

Hark  I  I  hear  the  angel  band — 
How  I  long  to  join  their  number, 

In  that  fair  and  happy  land ! 
Hear  you  not  that  heavenly  muiic, 

Floating  near,  m  8oi%  and  low  ? 
I  must  leave  you— &rewell,  mother ! 

lUss  me  oi^ce  before  I  go. — Chonuk 
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i!a  BE  ALL  $miEs  iQ-mm,  love. 

I'^^^eck  my  brow  with  rosen, 
The  loved  one  nj«v  he  tber« 

Will  shine  withia  my  hair 
^ wfr"  them  that  know  roe. 
Will  think  my  heart  is  light 

1 11  be  ail  smilen  to-night. 
Chord*^ 

im  ^  *JJ  ''°*'^*'*  to-nipbt,  love, 
1 11  be  all  BmilcR  to-night 

Though  my  heart  will  brU  to-morrow. 
I'll  be  all  emiles  to-night  I  ' 

And  when  the  room  he  entered 

The  bride  npon  his  arm, 
I  stood  and  gajjed  upon  him 

Ag  if  he  were  a  charm. 
So  orice  ho  smiled  upon  her, 

So  once  he  smiled  on  me, 
They  know  ftot  what  IVd  suffered 

They  found  no  cliange  mxM^CAoru^ 

And  when  the  dance  commences. 

Oh  I  how  I  will  rejoice  ; 
I'll  King  the  song  he  taught  me 

Without  one  faltering  voice. 
When  flatterers  come  around  me. 

a  hey  will  think  my  heart  is  light. 

m^t"^?!  ^"""^  \'^^  ^'"""^  to-morrow. 
1 11  be  all  fjmiles  to-night— C^i^rta. 

And  when  the  dance  i«  over 

111  think  of  him,  dear  mother. 

1  he  one  thnt  I  lore  best 
He  once  did  love,  bePeve  me 

But  now  has  grown  cold  aid  stmnffe  • 
He  sought  not  tudocxiivc  mo       ^"^^' 

F*lsfi  friends  have  brought  this  change.-CAo.„,. 


I'LL  REIIIE1H8ER  YOU;  LOV€,  IWiir  HAVERS 


When  the  curtains  of  nigh^  Are  pinned  back  hy  the  »Uri, 

And  the  bcaitiful  moon  Hoops  the  ski os^ 
And  the  dow.dropa  of  beaven  arc  klssisg  thtrrcsc, 

It  is  then  that  my  memory  flies 
As  if  on  the  wings  of  some  beautlftil  dorey 

In  haste  with  the  mcssa^o  it  bears, 
To  bring  you  a  kiss  of  aflfectlon  and  say : 

I  remember  you,  love,  in  my  prayers. 

CH0BU8. 

Go  where  you  will— on  land  or  at  sea, 

111  share  all  j  our  sorrows  aad  cares  ; 
And  at  night,  when  1  kneel  by  my  bedside  and  pray, 

I'll  remember  you,  love,  in  my  prayers. 

I  have  loved  you  too  fondly  to  ever  forget 

The  love  you  have  ppoken  for  me, 
And  the  kiss  of  aflfection  still  warm  on  my  lips,, 

When  you  told  me  how  true  you  wonldbftj^ 
I  know  not  If  Fortune  be  fickle  or  friend. 

Or  if  time  on  your  memory  wearS'; 
I  know  that  I  love  you  wherever  you  roam. 

And  remember  you,  love,  in  my  j  r.iyers: — Chm-uBi 

When  heavenly  angels  are  guarding  tao  good 

As  God  has  ordained  them  to  do, 
In  answer  to  prayers  I  have  offered  to  Him, 

I  know  there  is  one  watching  you, 
And  may  its  bright  spirit  be  with  you  through  li^'e 

To  guide  you  up  heaven's  bright  stair«i ; 
And  meet  with  the  one  who  has  loved  yon  8o4rue, 

And  remember  you,  love,  in  her  prayers. — Okortts. 


IN  DE  EVENING  BY  DE  MOONLIGHT. 


In  de  evening  by  de  moonlight, 

When  di8  daikey*8  work  was  over, 
We  wouki  (gather  round  do  Are 

'Till  do  hoe-oake  it  way  dene  ; 
Pen  we  rU  would  eat.  our  Biionerii. 

After  dut  we'd  clear  do  kitchen, 
Dat's  de  only  time  we  had  to  spare 

To  have  a  little  fun. 
Uncle  Gabe  would  take  de  fiddle  down 

Dat  hung  upon  de  wall, 
While  de  silver  moon  was  shining  cleat  and-'bright^ 

How  de  old  folks  would  enjoy  it, 
Dey  would  sit  and  listen  all  de  night, 

As  we  sang  in  de  evening  by  de  moonlights 


Chorus. 

In  de  evening  by  de  moonlight 
You  could  hear  us  darkies  singing. 

In  de  evening  by  de  moonlight 
You  could  hear  de  banjo  ringing, 

How  de  old  folks  would  enjoy  it. 
Dey  would  sit  all  n'ght  and  listen, 

As  we  sang  in  de  evening  by  de  moonlight. 


In  de  evening  by  de  moonlight. 

When  do  watch-dog  would  be  sleeping ; 
In  de  corner  by  de  fireplace, 

Beside  de  old  armchair, 
Where  Aunt  Chloe  used  to  git 

And  tell  <he  picaninnies  stories, 
And  de  cabin  wouid  be  filled 

With  merry  coons  from  far  and  near, 
All  dem  happy  times  we  used  to  have 

Will  ne'er  return  again; 
Everything  was  den  so  merry,  gay  and  bright. 

And  I  neveo:  will  foi^et  it, 
Just  as  long  m  I  remember, 

How  we  sang  iu  de  evening  by  de  moonlight. — Charm, 
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rSE  QWINE  BACK  Td  DIXIE* 


I'bo  gwine  Iwuik  to  Dixie- 
No  more  Vso  gwlnu  to  M'nn«!er  ; 

My  heart's  turned  back  to  Dixie— 
I  can't  stay  ht-re  no  longer, 

I  miii8  do  old  nlantat.  in. 
My  liomo  and  my  relation  ; 

My  heart's  turned  back  to  Dixie, 
And  I  must  go. 

Chords, 

I'se  gwine  back  to  Bixfe, 
I'se  gwine  bick  to  Dixie, 
I'se  gwino  where  de  orange  blo^isoms  gro^* 
For  I  hear  de  children  calling, 
I  see  their  sad  tears  falling, 
,  My  heart's  turned  back  to  Dixie^ 
go. 


j^^t*  f  mr  ' 


I'Tri  1 

I  ujied 
Id  go  bac,. 


\n  of  cotton, 
n  de  rivi  •• ; 
i  got  off, 
,  no  never ; 


But  lime  h-s  changed  de  old  man 

His  head  is  bending  low, 
His  heart's  turning  back  to  Dixie, 

And  he  must  go. — Choriu. 

Vm  trav^ing  l)ack  to  Dixie — 

My  step  is  slov/  and  feeble  ; 
1  pray  de  Lord  to  help  me, 

And  lead  me  fiom  all  eviE ; 
And  should  my  strength  forsake  m 

Den,  kind  friends,  come  and  take  mo; 
My  heart's  turned  back  to  Dixie| 

And  1  mubt  go. — Choruf, 


I 


maammm 


HANOPUL  OF  TUifiF, 


AS  SUNG  By  EDWASD  BURTON. 


tx't  sailing  I  am  at  the  dawn  of  the  day, 

To  my  brother  tiiai'n  over  the  sea, 
Bat  it's  little    11  care  for  toy  life  anywhere^ 

Pok- it'g  breaking  my  poor  heart  will  be. 
feut  a  treasure  I'll  tftke,  for  ould  Ireland's  sake, 

That  I'll  prise  all  belonging  above- 
It's  a  handfnl  of  turf  from  the  land  of  my  birth, 

From  the  heart  of  the  land  that  I  love. 

Chorui. 

It'k  a  hanii^^  ^c**'^  '"*™  ***®  land  of  my  birth, 
From  the;  hea'rtof  the  land  that  I  love. 

Aiia  wont  the  poor  lad  in  his  exile  be  glad, 

When  hd  sees  the  brave  present  I  bring, 
Ana  won'c  there  bo  floweis  from  this  treasure  of  ours, 

In  tho  warmth  of  the  beautiful  spring. 
Oh  i  Erin,  Machree  I  tho*  it's  parting  we  be, 

It'8  a  blessing  I  leave  on  your  shore, 
And  your  mountains  and  streams  I  will  see  in  my  dreams 

Tih  I  cross  to  my  country  once  mort 


CHORUii. 

Ana  ycu'  mountains  ano  streams  I  will  liee  in  my  dreams 
Tiii  I  cross  to  my  country  once  more. 
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THE  dll^TEf  AJAft 


Gone  beyond  the  darksome  river, 

Only  left  ug  by  tlio  way  ; 
Gono  be)  <nd  the  night  foreycr, 

Only  gone  to  endlesg  day. 
Gone  to  meet  the  angol  taces, 

Where  our  lovely  trcastu-cs  are  ; 
Gone  awhile  from  our  embraces, 

Gone  within  the  gates  ajar  I 

QUABTBTTB. 

There's  a  siBtcr,  therein  a  brother, 
Whore  cur  lov    /  .  reasurcs  are  ; 

There's  a  father,  .ere's  a  mother, 
Gone  within  the  gates  ajar. 

One  by  one  they  go  before  ns, 

rh'^y  are  fading  like  the  dew  ; 
But  we  know  they  are  watching'  o'or  us, 

They — the  good,  the  fair,  the  true. 
They  are  waiting  for  uS  only, 

Whfere  no  pain  can  ever  mar  j 
Little  ones  who  left  us  lonely. 

Watch  us  thro'  the  gates  ajar  f 

There's  a  sititer,  there^s  a,  etc 

Gonfe  wKAe  every  eytf  !i%#ltB«^ 

Only  gone  from  earthly  care  ; 
Oh  I  the  waiting,  ted'and  cheerlegs. 

Till  we  meet  our  loved  ones  there. 
Sweet  the  rest  froin  all  our  roving^ 

Land  of  light  and  hope  afer ; 
Lo  1  o  ;r  Father's  hand  8o*lovidg, 

Sets  the  pearly  gates  ajai- 1 

Theru^s  a  sister,  there's  a,  etc. 
9 
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THE  FADED  COAT  OF  BLUE. 


Hy  brave  lad  he  sleeps  in  bis  faded  coat  of  blue ; 

In  bis  lonely  grave,  unknown,  lies  the  heart  that  beat  60  true  j 

He  sank,  frunt  and  hungry,  among  the  famished  brave, 

And  they  laid  him,  sad  and  lonely,  within  his  nameless  grav9» 


11 


Chorus. 

Ko  more  the  bugle  calls  the  weary  one  : 

Rest,  noble  spirit,  in  thy  grave  unknown  : 

I  shall  find  you  and  know  you  among  the  good  and  true. 

Where  a  robe  of  white  is  given  for  the  faded  coat  of  blue. 

He  cried  :  "  Give  me  water  and  just  one  little  ctumb. 

And  my  mother  she  will  bless  you  through  all  the  years  to  come  ; 

Oh  I  tell  my  sweet  sicter,  so  gentle,  good  and  true, 

That  I'll  meet  her  up  in  heaven  in  my  faded  coat  of  blue  I  ' 

sHo  more  the  bugle  calls,  etc. 

«  Oh  1 "  he  said,  "  my  dear  comrades,  you  cannot  take  me  home, 
But  you'll  mark  my  grave  for  mother  ;  she  will  find  it  if  she  comes^ 
I  fear  she  will  not  know  me,  among  the  good  and  true, 
When  a  robe  of  white  is  given  for  the  faded  coat  of  blue." 

No  more  the  bugle  calls,  etc. 

No  dear  one  was  by  him  to  close  hh  sweet  blue  eyes, 

And  no  gentle  one  was  nigh  him  to  give  him  8w*!et  replies, 

No  stone  marks  the  eod  o'er  my  lad  so  bravo  and  true, 


No  more  the  J)ngl§  fn^A,  etc. 
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DOWK  IN  AJDOAL  MiNE. 

I'm  a  jovial  collier  lad, 

And  blithe  as  blithe  can  be, 
For  let  the  tlme«  bo  good  or  bad 

They're  all  the  eamo  to  me  , 
'TIs  little  of  the  world  I  know 

And  care  less  for  itrt  ways, 
For  where  the  dog-star  never  glows 

I  wear  away  my  days. 

Chorus. 
Dowa  In  a  oofcl  mine,  underiaeath  the  ground, 

Wh«re  a  cleam  of  sunshine  nfver  can  be  found; 
DiRging  dusky  diamonds  all  the  season  round. 

Down  in  a  coal  mine,  underneath  the  ground. 

My  hands  are  horny  hard, 

And  black  with  working  in  the  vein, 
And  like  the  clothes  upon  my  back 

My  speech  is  rough  and  plain  ; 
Well,  if  I  stumble  with  my  tongue, 

I've  one  excuse  to  say, 
'Tis  not  the  collier's  heart  that's  wrong, 

'Tis  the  head  that  goes  astray. — Chorus. 

At  every  sh'ft,  be  it  soon  or  late, 

I  haste  my  bread  f  o  earn, 
And  anxiously  my  kindred  wait 

And  watch  for  my  leturn; 
For  death  that  levels  all  alike, 

Whate'er  their  rank  may  be, 
Amid  the  fire  and  damp  may  strike 

And  fling  his  darts  at  me. — Chorus. 

How  little  do  the  great  ones  care 

Who  sit  at  home  secure, 
What  hidden  danger?  colliers  dare, 

What  hardships  they  endure ; 
The  very  fires  their  mansions  lx>jist. 

To  cheer  themselves  and  wives. 
Mayhap  were  kindled  at  the  cost 

Of  jovial  colliers'  lives. — Chortu. 

Then  cheer  up,  lads,  and  make  ye 

Much  of  every  joy  ye  can  ; 
But  let  your  mirth  be  always  such 

As  best  becomes  a  man  ; 
However  furtime  tur  s  about 

We'll  still  be  jovial  souls, 
Ft'r  w;  at  would  America  be 

Without  the  lads  that  look  for  coals  ? — Chorus, 
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IHE  D80NKIffiO'$  DREAM. 
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Why,  feerinoi,  you  look  heattby,  now  yonr  dregs  i:;  neat  and  clean  • 
I  never  see  yon  drunk  about,  oh  !  tell  where  you've  been  •  ' 

Your  wife  and  family  are  all  wtll,  you  once  did  use  tbem'gtranRe 
Oh !  yon  are  kinder  to  them  j  how  came  this  happy  change  ? 

U  was  ft  dream,  a  warning  voice,  which  heaven  sent  to  me 
To  snatch  me  from  the  drunkard's  curse,  grim  w%^%  and  miserv  • 
My  wages  wereall  speflt  in  drink  ;  oh  !  what  a  Wretched  view  •' 
1  almost  broke-my  Mary's  heart,  and  starved  my  children,  tL  ' 

»l^^iHfLy  ^?T  "^  "^i^^  * '  ""^  ^    ^  *»«^^  no*  ^er  sigh  ; 
Her  patient  Pmile  h^  welcomed  me  when  tear^  bedimmed  her  eve  • 
My  children,  too,  have  oft  awoke ;  «  Oh  I  father,  dear,^  they've  said 
«  Poor  mother  has  bo^n  weiepi^g  io,  becaase  we've  hid  no  breads'  ' 

Mf  Mary's  form  did  waUmw^y-^l^w  her  sunken  eye- 
On  straw  my  babes  in  sicknesi  laid~I  h  ard  their  wailing  cry  • 
Ti^rflltlt".   "^°«'f,f'^'^«*^«'^  joy.  while  Mary's  te^s  did  stfe'am. 
Then  like  a  beast,  I  fell  a«leep-and  had  this  warning  dream :      ' 

J  !l?i«^H  *  once  more  I  siagger'd  home ;  tb«r«.«omed  a  solemn  gloom  • 
I  missed  my  wife,  where  ma  sh^  be  ?  and  strangers  in  the  rZn  •         ' 
I  heard  them  say,  «  Poor  thing,  she's  dead,  she  led  a  wretched  Hfe 
Grief  and  want  hav^  broken  hei  beart  -,  who'd  be  a  Srunkar^s  wit'  ?" 

I  saw  my  children  weeing  round ;  I  scarcely  drew  my  breato, 
Jak^.^H^  *""*  ^^"'""i  ^^'  afeless  form,  forever  stili.d  in  death. 

nl    ^^f  V""""^  m""*  ^'^^  ^^^  "P'  **^«  P«0P»«  «ay  «he's  dead, 

Oh  I  make  her  smile,  and  speak  once  more,  we'll  never  cry  for  bread.» 

••She  is  not  dead,"  I  frantic  cried,  and  rushed  to  where  she  lay 

S?  .™i    "  ^^*®^  ^^^  °°^^  "^^^"^  ^*P»'  forever  cold  as  clay  • 
«  Oh !  Mary  speak  one  word  to  ma,  no  more  I'll  c^use  you  pain 
No  more  1 11  grieve  yonr  Joving  heart,  nor  ever  drink  again." 

•Dear  Mary  speak,  tig  Dermot  calls  1"    «  Why,  so  I  do !"  she  cried  • 

1  awoke,  and  true,  mv  Iffarv  riA^r  wao  kn<>'^i<"£»  i^-  - >-*-  -  ' 

J  pr^smd  her  to  my  throbbing  heart,  While  jojou   tear7did  stream. 
And  ever  siuco  I've  heaven  bless'd  for  sending  me  that  d>  .am. 
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Oh!  I  wander  mfd  the  10060, 

In  the  golden  Summer  time, 
And  listen  to  ibeT  Mkdmtit^, 

While  it  ritogfra  ttitrry  Mttie, 
But  far  streeter  thati  the  tdkGHy 

Or  the  Utreamlct  onto  tote, 
'Phe  8an4)r!ght  face  of  B#eife, 

DarliBg  ^etole  of  the  1^ 

Chobus. 

Oh !  Bhe  is  the  sweetest  flower 

Ever  sent  to  comfort  me  ; 
Pure  and  i^tle  as  an  angel, 

Darling  Bessie  of  the  lea. 
Yes,  *be  it  the  sW^tetet  fldwet 

Hver'sfent  to  coiiifforl  toe } 
1  lore  that  little  fairy, 

DarUing  Bes^e  6f  the  lea. 

Kot  a  hird  in  all  the  wild  wood 

But  will  answer  to  h«r  ^il  i 
Oh  I  most  I  love  the  twilight 

When  the  pearly  dew-dtopi  iftlli 
Then  phe  meets  me  in  the  valtey ^ 

And  she  kindly  wek<^el  ine^^ 
My  boAnie  itafr  of  €^r^ltig, 

Darling  Bessie  of  the  lea.— (Mdf^. 

Oh  I  the  honey-bee  may  linger 

Where  the  buds  and  blossoms  gro^^r, 
The  gentle  breeze  of  Summer 

In  its  fragrance  come  and  go  i 
But  they  all  will  pa00  uiiheed^, 

For  whet^ver  she  may  be. 
My  heart  is  fuH  of  B^sie, 

Darling  Bestie  of  HA  lea.— CAoru^* 
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fese  TiMftaiBBnwwiW'jBara 


DON'T  BE 


Hnfani 


H  ME,  mim. 


Don'i  be  Angij  with  toe,  darlingj 

Smile  jonr  brightest,  sweetest  smile  j 
Keep  the  joyous  twinkle  beaming 

In  your  bright  eyes  6ll  the  while, 
let  your  laugh  be  one  of  pleasure^ 

Drive  each  shadow  from  your  brow 
^e  again  the  heart's  sweet  treasure—*' 

Don't  be  angry,  darling,  now. 


tton't  he  angry  with  me,  darling, 
Drive  away  that  look  of  pain } 

tet  your  laugh  bo  one  o^  pleasure, 
Smile  your  sweetest  smile  again. 

Don^t  be  angry  with  me,  darling^ 

Keep  the  tear  back  from  your  eye 
'Twas  a  friendly,  timely  warning, 

Oiven  for  the  days  gone  by* 
Not  for  worids  would  I  distress  you, 

Cast  one  cloud  upon  your  brow  j 
Let  not,  then,  my  words  depress  you^ 

Don't  be  angry,  darling,  now. 


CHORtJS^ 

t>on't  be  angry  with  me,  darting, 
Drive  away  that  look  of  pain  i 

~--  j-^a:  i»u()u  MO  Ouo  of  pleascre, 
Bmlle  your  sweetest  s^jile  again. 
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M  THEY  miSS  vHE  AT  KOilSE  1 


I 


Do  ther  miss  me  at  home,  do  the>  miss  me  T 
'Twonld  be  au  assurance  most  dear, 

To  know  that  this  moment  some  loved  one, 
Were  saying,  '*  I  wish  ho  was  hero  : " 

To  feel  that  the  gronp  at  the  fireside 
Were  thinking  of  mo  as  I  roam, 

Oh,  yes,  'twould  be  joy  beyond  measure 
To  know  that  they  miss'd  me  at  home. 
To  know  that  they  mias'd  me  at  home. 


When  twilight  approaches  the  season 

That  ever  is  sacred  to  song. 
Does  some  one  repeat  my  name  over, 

And  sigh  that  I  l^rry  so  long  T 
And  is  there  a  chord  in  the  music 

That's  m?88*d  when  my  voice  is  away  ? 
And  a  chord  in  each  heart  that  awaketh 

Il^et  at  my  wearisome  stay  ? 

Begret  at  my  wearisome  stay  ? 


Do  they  sit  me  a  chaif  ne  »r  the  table, 
When  evening's  home  pleasures  are  nigh, 

When  candles  are  lit  in  the  parlor, 
And  the  stars  in  the  calm  aamre  sky  7 

And  when  the  •»  good-nights  "  are  repeated. 
And  ail  lay  them  down  to  their  sleep. 

Do  thty  think  of  absent,  and  waft  me 

A  wbisper'd  "  good-night,"  while  they  weep  7 
A  whisper'd  "  good-night,"  while  they  weep  ? 

Do  they  miss  me  at  home—do  they  miss  me 
At  morning,  at  noon,  or  at  night  T 

And  lingers  one  gloomy  shade  round  them 
That  only  my  presence  can  light  1 

Are  joys  less  invitingly  welcome, 
And  pleasures  less  hale  than  before, 

Because  one  is  miss'd  from  the  circl^ 
Because  I  am  witti  tnem  no  more  r 
Because  I  am  with  them  no  more  ? 
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ANSiriR   to   «THB   •IPSV'S   WABNlN.o."' 


81 


^^1 


I^y,  do  not  heed  Ler  warning— 

Trust  me,  thou  ahalt  find  me  tme  ^ 
Cqp^tant  a-*  the  ligbt  of  morning,     ' 

1  will  eveF  be  to  you. 
^«^f » I  will  not  dtjceiri  thee, 
tIH  *'»3^,«5i»ele88  heart  with  woe  : 
1  rm  me,  lady,  and  believe  me, 
Borrow  thou  shalt  never  know. 

^7,  erery  joy  would  perish. 
Pleasures  all  would  wither  fast. 

If  no  heart  could  love  and  cherish, 
la  this  world  of  storm  and  blastl- 

RK  *^M**'?  *****  «^««"»  a*>ove  tbee. 
Shine  the  brightest  in  tha  niirbt  • 
bo  would  he  who  iondly  loves  theel 
in  the  darkness  be  thy  light. 

^own  beside  the  flowing  river, 

Where  the  darkgreen  willow  weep^. 
WJ^f «  the  leaiy  branches  qui  er 

There  a  gentle  maiden  sleeps-L 
in  the  mom,  a  lonely  stranger 

Comes  and  lingers  many  houre— 
JLady,  he's  no  heartless  ranger  • 

For,  he  strews  her  grave  with  flowers, 

I^ady,  heed  thee  net  her  warning- 
Lay  thy  soft  white  band  in  mine  ; 
i^or  I  seek  no  fairer  laurel 

wT^*?i*^'^.f'*'****^*  'ovo  of  thine. 

Ttn„^r;l''f  T**»^^'8l»*  brightens, 
Thou  Shalt  slumber  on  my  breast. 
Tender  wonia  *»♦=•  =.--=1  ^u^u  -^.t  .   ^ 

L,ufl  thy  spirit  into're^."  "*"'*''*' 


^6 


CtMH  K  UCX  TO  OLD  (ilwilllT. 


Bang  with  great  iqccmm  bjr  Story  <iiui  DtOooroey,  in  their  Sketch, 
entX^fd,  «f^  (»d  Tirgqiimy  Home,"  »*  Tony  BMtor'i 

Thcjatre,  N.  t. 


Carry  me  back  to  old  Virgii^njr, 

Therft*B  wt^erefthe  cottoa  and  the  com  and  tato6«  grow, 
There's  where  the  birds  warble  sweet  in  the  spring-lime, 

There's  where  ibis  old  darkey's  heart  am  long'd  to  go. 
There's  where  I  labored  so.  iuod  ^ttr  old  Masaa, 

Day  after  day,  in  the  field  of  yellcw  com, 
No  place  on  earth  do  t  love  more  sincerely 

Than  old  Virginny,  the  State  whMe  I  whs  bora. 

Chorui. 

Garry  me  back  to  old  Yirginny, 

There's  where  the  cotton  koA  the  com  and  tatoea  grow, 
There's  where  the  birds  warble  sweet  in  the  spring-time. 

There's  where  this  old  cfairkey's  heart  am  long'd  to  go. 

Carry  me  back  to  old  Virginny, 

There  let  me  live,  'till  I  withor  and  decay, 
Long  by  the  old  Dismal  Swamp  hare  I  waniiered, 

Tbei^e's  wh^er^  ibis  old  darkey's  life  will  pas^  (^way. 
Massa  and  Missus  hiive  long  gone  before  me. 

Soon  we  will  meet  on  that  bright  and  golden  shore, 
There  we'll  be  happ;^  and  free  ft^am  all  sorrow, 

There's  where  we'll  meet  and  we'll  nevet  part  no  more. 

Cbobi^. 

Carry  pte  baqk  to  old  Vir^nny, 

There's  wherd  the  cQtton  and  the  com  and  tatoea  grow, 
There's  where  the  birds  warple  sweet  in  i^e  spring-ilme, 

Tliert'l^wh^re  this  old  darkey's  heitrt  am  loog'd  to  go, 
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Father,  dear  father,  <»me  home  with  me  now, 

You  Baid  you  were  comfng  right  home  from  the  shoo 

Ag  8  on  08  your  day',  work  was  done.  ^' 

Our  fire  has  Kone  out,  the  house  is  all  dark. 

And  mother's  been  watchin.?  Eince  t^a, 
With  poor  Benny  so  sick  in  her  arm^    ^ 

And  no  one  to  help  her  but  me— 
tome  home  I  come  home  I  come  home  I 

Pleaee,  father,  dear  father,  come  home  I 

Chobus,  • 

H«jr  the  sweet  voice  of  the  child 
rih  r  if  ^^  njght  r/inds  repeat,  m  they  roam  ; 
Oh  I  who  could  resist  this  most  plaintive  of  Driver.? 
Please,  father,  dear  father,  come  hom?l  ^  ^  ^ 

Father,  dear  father,  come  home  with  me  now 
The  clock  in  the  s< eeple  strikes  two^^        ' 
The  night  has  grown  colder,  aad  Benny  is  worse 

T  ?"*.\®  ^*^  ^^'^  ^^"i'^K  for  you.  ' 

Indeed  he  is  worse  -ma  says  he  will  die. 

A  n.f  Jk?^?  ^A^"""*^  niorning  shall  dawn. 

And  this  is  the  message  she  sent  me  ti  bring  • 

Come  quickly,  or  he  will  be  goae  I  *^  * 

Come  home  !  come  home !  come  home  I 

Please  father,  dea^'  father,  come  home  I^CAorw. 

Father,  dear  father,  come  home  with  me  now, 

The  clock  m  the  steeple  strikes  three  ; 
The  house  is  so  lonely,  the  hours  are  so  long 

For  poor  weeping  mother  and  me  I  * 

res,  we  are  alone,  poor  Benay  is  dead. 
And  gone  with  the  angels  of  light, 

T  i?T*^^'®  *^^  ""^^  ^*«*  ^""^^  *hat  I»e  said  : 
wi.T*^  J**  Itiss  papa  good  night, 
--•^e  isvisc :  vOiGo  uouiu !  come  home  I 

Flease  Mlier,  dear  father,  come  home  I—dWlon*.. 
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(MOfOME,  BIftOtE,  COME. 


Beautiful  bird  of  Spring  has  come, 

Seeking  a  place  to  build  his  home, 
Warbling  his  song  so  light  and  free, 

Beautiful  bird,  coroo  live  with  me. 
Oome  live  with  me ;  you  shall  be  f^ee, 

If  you  will  come  and  live  with  mOb 
Come  live  with  me,  you  uhall  be  fre«  ;    ,y 

Beautiful  bird,  come  live  with  me. 
I'm  all  alone ; 
Come  live  with  me, 
Come  live  with  me. 

CtiOBUfl. 

Come,  birdie,  come  live  with  me. 
We  will  be  happy,  light  and  free; 

You  shall  be  all  the  world  to  me ; 
Come  birdie,  come  and  live  with  nie. 

Te  liUle  birds  that  sit  and  sing, 

Many  a  thought  of  loved  ones  bring, 
Hovering  around  your  tiny  nest, 

Calling  your  loved  ones  home  to  rest.    . 
Oh !  happy  bird,  no  thought  of  care. 

No  aching  heart,  no  grief  to  bear, 
Over  the  land,  over  the  sea, 

Come,  change  your  home,  and  live  with  me, 
Come^  change  your  home, 
No  more  to  roam ; 
Come  cLange  your  home. — Chorus, 

Birdie,  what  makes  you  fly  away, 

When  I  come  near  you  ?  tell  me,  pray ; 
I'll  not  deceive  you,  you  are  free, 

If  you  should  come  and  live  with  me. 
Kow,  birdie,  fly,  fast  to  the  sky, 

To  your  sweet  home,  foi*  night  is  nigh  ; 
And  when  the  sun  shines  o'er  the  lea, 

Bring  thy  swt  et  mate  and  live  with  me. 


m.«— 


Daylight  to  bring ; 

Then  we  will  sing.— C7AortM. 
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The  C-mplK^tmre  comin',  o-hol  o-ltol 

The  CMnpbells  are  comln',  o-ho  I  o-bo  I 
The  CampbeJU  are  comln'  to  bonale  LocWerta  ; 

1  he  Campbell,  .re  comki',  o-ho !  o-bo  I 
Upon  the  Lomonda  I  i«y,  I  Uy, 

Upon  the  Lomondg  I  lay,  I  lij . 
I  looked  down  to  bonnie  Lochlerin, 

And  Mw  three  l|onulc  percheg  pl^. 


Great  Ai^yle,  be  goes  before, 

L  ^"^  o'  fcfiHnpet,  pipe  «od  dmm, 
The  Campbells  are  comin'.cbo I  o-hol 
itoe  Campbell,  are  oomiav o-ho  1  o^hol 
The    ampbellg  are  coiiiln',  o.bt>  f  o-hal 

The  Campbells  are  comin',  cho  f  o-hoi 


The  Oampbelli  they  are  a'  in  atms 
Their  loyal  faith  and  truth  to  show ;  ' 

Wi  banners  rattling  in  the  wind, 
The  Campbells  are  ce«te',  o-ho  j  ^Uo| 

ihe  Campbells  are  coatn',  o-bo  I  o-ho  f 

TheCampMl8arecomrn',o.ho!o-hol     ^ 
Ihe  Campbell  aie  comin',  o^bo  f  o^ho  I 
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lABY  S  GOT  A  TOOtM. 


T'm  the  fsihw  of  a  bovmdBf  hoy, 
He  looks  juRt  like  hia  pa ; 

He's  the  picture  of  his  mommy, 
And  the  iuiuge  of  hii  dhda. 

Ho  was  eight  months  old  th^  other  day- 
He  is  a  noble  youth  , 

We  have  been  almoKt  cmsy  eiaoe 
He  got  his  fioit  front  tooth. 


OaoBUt. 

George,  dewr,  George,  dear, 

Can't  you  guess  the  tnith  ? 
George,  dear,  George,  d«ar, 

Blees  the  little  youth  ; 
Do  get  up  and  light  tbe  fire, 

Turn  the  gas  a  little  ^igter, 
Go  and  tell  your  aunt  Muira 

Baby's  got  a  tooth. 


.u 


I  went  home  late  i^e  other  night, 

And  soon  was  sound  asleep. 
When  suddenly  I  was  awoke 

By  sounds  that  made  me  weep  ; 
My  wife  she  grabbed  me  by  the  arm 

And  says,  get  up,  you  brute, 
The  pride  and  joy  of  all  of  us 

Has  got  a  nice  front  tooth. — Chorus. 


Now  married  men  take  my  advice : 
When  first  you  do  get  wed, 

Don't  ever  try  to  go  to  sleep. 
Don't  ever  go  to  bed ; 

But  to  save  yourself  from  trouble  of 
The  darling  little  pet, 

Don't  wait  until  it  gels  a  tooth- 
But  buy  it  a  nice  folso  set. — Chorui. 
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By  iho  sad  sea  waves 

i  Haten,  while  they  mo«n 
A  lament  oer  graves 

Of  hope  and  pleasure  goae  • 
I  was  young,  I  was  fair, 
I  ii*d  once  not  a  care 

J^rom  the  rising  of  the  mom 
To  the  setting  of  the  stu., 

letlpinolikeaslave, 
By  the  sad  sea  ware. 

/  Cho»08. 

Come  again,  bright  days, 

Of  hope  and  pleasure  gone : 
Oome  again,  bright  (days, 
Come  again,  come  again. 

From  my  care,  last  night, 
By  holy  sleep  beguiled, 
In  the  fair  dream-light 

Itiy  home  upon  me  smiled. 
Oh  r  how  sweet,  mid  the  dew, 
i^rery  flower  that  I  know 
Breathed  a  gentle  welcome  back 
To  the  worn  and  weary  child  I 
1  wake  in  my  grave 
^7  the  sad  sea  wa  p. 

Chords. 

Come  again,  dear  dream, 
^  So  peacefully  that  smiled  j  • 
tOuao  again,  dear  dream, 
Oomo  again,  come  again,. 
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BONNY  BUNCH  OF  ROSES. 


By  the  borders  of  the  ocean, 

One  morning  in  the  month  of  June, 
For  to  hear  those  warlike  songBtera, 

Their  cheerful  notes  and  sweetly  tune  ; 
I  orerheard  a  female  talking, 

Who  seemed  to  be  in  grief  and  wc«, 
Conversing  with  young  Bonaparte, 

CoQceming  the  ifonuj  bunch  of  roie^  oh. 

Then  up  steps  yonpg  Napoleon, 

And  talccs  his  mother  by  the  hand, 
Saying,  motii^^r  d«>ar,  have  patience 

Until  I  am  able  to  command, 
Then  I  will  ♦  ike  an  army, 

Through  ti  dmendous  d'sngcrs  I  will  go  ; 
In  spite  of  all  the  universe 

I  will  conquer  the  bonny  bunch  of  roses,  oh. 

He  took  five  hundred  thousand  men, 

With  kings  likewise  to  bear  his  tr^in — 
He  was  so  well  provided  for 

That  he  could  sweep  this  world  alone. 
But  when  he  came  to  Moscow, 

He  was  overpowered  by  the  driven  snow. 
When  Moscow  was  a  blazing, 

80  he  lost  his  bonny  bunch  of  roses,  oh. 

O  son,  don't  speak  so  venturesome. 
For  in  England  are  the  hearts  of  oak  ; 

There  is  England,  Ireland,  Scotland, 
Their  unity  was  never  broke. 

'O  son,  think  on  thy  father- 
On  the  Isle  of  St.  Helena  his  body  lies  low. 

And  you  must  soon  follow  after  him, 

So  beware  of  the  bonny  bunch  of  roses,  oh^ 

Now  do  believe  me,  dearest  mother, 

Now  I  lie  on  my  dying  bed  \ 
If  I  had  lived,  I  had  been  clever, 

But  now  I  droop  my  youthful  head« 
But  whilst  our  levies  lie  monldering^ 

And  weeping  willows  over  our  bodies  grow^ 
The  deeds  of  the  great  Napoleon 

Shl^ll  sting  the  bonny  bunch  of  loses,  o!k 


I 
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But  .weetcr,  dc-arer,  y«.,  dearer  far  than  tW 
Who  charm.  ,be„  other,  all  rail.  °*' 

I.  blue^eyed,  bonny,  bonnjr  SM^ 
The  Belle  of  the  Mohawk  Vale. 


Oh,  0ireet  are  the  uenpa  r.^  ».»  v     t 

Th.t  l..pan„e  tC^yX^^r '"  "'""'^  '"'"' 
And  dear  are  the  friends  ««««  *k,       ^ 
That  ha.  ,,-v«l  in  t^rZtt^o  ^otr "  '"^  '- 

tr?"'' ""'""'  '''"'  "«•«*'  f"  than  theLe 
Who  charms  when  other,  all  &il,  ' 

ft  blne-eyed,  bonny,  bonny  Eloi«,, 
The  Belle  of  the  Mohawk  Vale 


Oh.  "weef  are  the  moments  when  ,i™.    •       » 
Through  my  loved  haun.;'::'  mr:„'d     '"" 

The  Belle  of  the  Mohawk  7ale. 
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BANJO  NOW  HANGS  SILENT  ON  THE  DOOR. 


Oh !  de  old  home  is  Bad  now  and  dreary, 

De  darkies  siug  bbout  de  place  no  more, 
Dey  have  all  gone  from  de  old  plantation-^ 

Do  banjo  now  hangs  silent  on  de  door ; 
Oh  t  it's  all  dat  remains  of  de  children, 

Of  de  ones  dat  have  cherished  me,  so  dear — so  dear, 
And  no  more  will  I  hear  deir  voices  singing 

De  good  old  songs  my  heart  rejoiced  to  hear^ 


CHOBUd. 

Oh  i  de  old  home  is  sad  now  and  dreary^ 
De  darkies  sing  about  de  place  no  more— no  Bi0r«^ 

Dey  have  all  gone  from  de  old  plantation — 
De  banjo  now  hangs  silent  on  de  door. 

Oh  t  but  time  makes  me  fondly  remember, 

At  evening  when  de  toiling  day  was  done, 
How  de  folks  used  to  sing  and  play  de  banjo. 

For  trouble  in  those  good  times  we  had  none ; 
But  deir  forma  in  de  grave  now  lie  sleeping, 

So  dear  to  me  in  the  happy  days  of  yord— of  yore ; 
And  I'm  left  here  alone  all  day  weeping— 

De  banjo  now  hangs  silent  on  de  door. — Ckorut. 

Now  old  age  has  come  on,  and  I'm  weary, 
Do  few  locks  dat  are  left  me  are  quite  gray  ; 

Round  de  farm  ev'ry  day  I  am  wandering. 
Yes,  wandering,  for  I  s     i  must  pass  away  ; 

So  you'll  please  listen  now  and  remember. 


ft   AAV^AA    MW    !> 


KfXJt,      V-%/fc*>*  %»'«^      <fc4».»*^— . 


Take  good  care,  kind  friends,  and  part  with  never, 
De  banjo  hanging  on  do  cabin  door. — Chorut. 
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iABY  MIN£. 


I've  a  letter  from  thy  sire, 

Baby  iniDe — baby  mine  j 
I  could  read  and  never  tire, 

Baby  mihfe— baby  mine. 
He  is  sailing  o'er  the  sea, 
He  is  coming  tack  to  me, 

Baby  niine — baby  mine, 
Ho  is  cohling  back  to  me,' 

Bab^  mine. 


M' 


■»..» 


Oh  i  I  long  to  fee  his  face; 

Baby  mine — baby  mine. 
In  his  old  nccnstomed  plnce^ 

Baby  mine — buby  mine. 
Like  tlie  rose  of  Mny  in  bloom, 
Like  a  star  amid  the  gloom, 
Like  iho  sunshine  in  the  room, 

Baby  mine — baby  mine. 
Like  the  sunshine  in  the  room, 

Baby  mine. 


I'm  so  glad  I  cannot  sleep, 

Baby  mine — baby  mine, 
I'm  so  happy^  I  could  weep, 

Baby  mine— baby  mine. 
He  is  sailing  oVr  <he  sea, 
He  is  coming  back  to  me, 
He  is  coming  back  to  thee, 

Baby  mine  -baby  mine. 
Ho  is  coming  back  to  thee, 

fiaby  mine. 


ae 


ALL  ON  ACCOUNT  OF  ELIZA. 

The  yarn  I*m  about  to  spin 

Is  all  on  account  of  Elisa ; 
rU  tell  you  how  1  wag  taken  in, 
All  on  account  of  Eliza. 
She  said  that  hhe'd  ever  be  true  to  one, 
But  she  bolted  away  with  a  son-of-a-gun, 
So  I  cut  my  stick  and  to  sea  I  run, 
All  on  account  of  Eliaa. 

Chorus. 
All  on  aeponnt,  all  on  account,  all  on  acoount  of  Eliza ; 
He  cut  his  stlok  and  to  sea  he  run, 
Alien  aocount  of  E  liza . 

I've  been  nearly  blown  away  in  a  gale, 

All  on  account  of  Eliza  ; 

And  I've  almost  been  eaten  up  by  a  whalo, 

All  on  account  of  Eliza. 

I've  had  sword-cuts  by  dozens,  and  I've  been  shot  through, 

I've  had  the  yellow  fever  and  also  the  blue  ; 

I've  been  bitten  by  sh^.rks,  and  by  crocodiles,  too, 

All  on  account  of  Eliza. 

Chorus. 
All  on  acoount,  all  on  account,  all  on  aocount  of  Eliza ; 
He's  been  bitten  by  sharksi  and  by  crocodiles,  too, 
All  on  account  of  Eliza. 

My  duty  is  now  smart  lads  to  press, 

All  on  account  of  Eliza ; 

If  they  say  «  No,"  why  f  say  «  Yes," 

All  on  account  of  Eliaa, 

So  look  up,  my  messmates,  some  boyb  for  the  sea. 

And  if  to  your  lummons  they  do  not  a^ree, 

Why,  shiver  my  timbers,  just  tell  'em  for  me, 

That  it's  all  on  account  of  Eliza. 

Chorus. 
All  on  account,  all  on  account,  all  on  account  of  Eliza ; 
Why,  shiver  my  tinabers,  just  teU  'em,  says  he. 
That  it's  all  on  account  of  Eliza. 

I've  courted  the  ladies  all  through  my  life, 

All  on  account  of  Eliza  ; 

But  never  could  steer  to  the  proper  wife, 

All  on  account  of  Eliza. 

I've  kiss'd  and  I've  hugg'd  them  in  ev'ry  port, 

The  fat  and  the  lean,  the  tall  and  the  short ; 

Put  somehow  or  other  they  was'nt  my  sort. 

All  on  account  of  Eliza, 

Chords. 
All  on  aoeount,  all  on  acoount,  all  on  acoc  unt  of  Eliza ;, 
But  Momehow  or  other  thty  waa'nt  bis  sort, 
-♦•"  on  aowont  of  Eliza. 
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A  VIOLET  FROM  iMOTHER'S  faf^m. 


Scenes  of  my  childhood  arise  before  my  gaae, 
Bringing  recollections  of  bygone  happy  days, 
When  down  in  the  meadow  in  childhood  I  would  roara  ; 
No  one»8  left  to  cheer  me  now  within  that  good  old  home. 
Father  and  mother  they  have  passed  away, 
Sister  and  brother  now  lay  beneath  the  clay ; 
But  while  life  does  remain,  to  cheer  me  I'll  retain 
This  small  violet  I  plucfced  from  mother's  grave. 


m>  \ 


Chobus. 

Only  a  violet  I  plucked  when  but  a  boy, 

And  oft'times  when  I'm  sad  at  heart,  this  flow'r  has  given  mo  jor* 
But  while  life  docs  remain,  in  memoriam  I'll  retain  ' 

This  small  violet  I  plucked  from  mother's  grave. 


Ili 


Well  I  remember  my  dear  old  mother's  smile, 
A*  she  used  to  greet  me  when  I  returned  from  toil ; 
Always  knitting  in  the  old  arm  ch«ir. 
Father  awd  to  sit  and  read  for  all  us  children  there. 
But  now  all  is  silent  around  the  good  old  homp. 
They  have  left  me  in  sorrow  here  to  roam  ; 
While  life  does  remain,  in  memoriam  1 11  rkafn 
This  small  violet  I  plucked  from  mother's  grave. 

Chorus. 

Only  a  violet  I  plucked  when  but  a  boy, 

And  oft'ttmes  when  I'm  sad  at  heart,  this  flower  has  giv'n  me  iov 

x*ui,  whue  iite  does  remain,  in  memoriam  Pll  retain 

This  small  violet  I  plucked  from  mother's  grave. 
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MASSA  S  IN  DE  COia  fiROUIIIl 


h- 


Bound  de  meadows  am  a-ringing 

De  darkies'  mournful  song, 
While  de  mocking-bird  am  singing, 

Happy  as  de  day  am  long. 
Where  de  iyy  am  a-creeping^ 

O'er  de  grassy  mound, 
Dar  old  massa  am  a-sleeping, 

Bleeping  in  the  cold,  cold  ground. 

CfHORDS. 

Down  ii»  <kicom-field 
Hear  dat  mournful  sound ; 

All  de  darkies  am  a^  weeping, 
Massa*  8  in  de  cold,  cold  ground. 

When  the  Autumn  leaves  were  falling, 

When  de  days  were  cold, 
'Twas  hard  to  bear  old  massa  calling, 

'Cayse  he  was  so  weak,  and  old, 
Now  de  orange  tree  am  blooming, 

On  de  sandy  shore,  _ 

Now  de  summer  days  am  coming, 

Massa  nebber  calls  no  more. 

Down  in  de  cornfield,  Ac. 

Massa  make  do  darkies  lub  him, 

'C^yse  he  was  so  kind, 
Now  they  sadly  weep  above  him, 

Mourning  "cayse  be  leave  d«m  behind. 
I  cannot  work  before  to-morTow^ 

'Cayse  de  teardrop  flow, 
I  try  to  drive  away  my  sorrow, 

Plckin'  01^  de  ole  bai^jo. 

Down  in  de  corafield,  Ice. 
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MAID  OF  ATHENS. 


■•TT 


Maid  of  Athens,  ere  we  part, 
Give,  oh  I  give  mo  back  my  heart } 
Or,  since  that  has  left  my  breast, 
Keep  it  now,  and  take  the  rest ; 
Hear  my  vow,  before  I  go, 
My  life,  my  life,  I  love  thee! 


I  (  ! 

'i 


By  those  tresses  unconfined, 
Wooed  by  each  ^gean  wind  ; 
By  those  lids,  whose  jetty  fringe 
Kiss  thy  soft  cheek'n  blooming  tinge; 
By  those  wild  eyes,  like  the  rose. 
My  life,  my  life,  I  love  thee  I 


Maid  of  Athens,  I  am  gone— 
Think  of  me,  sweet,  when  alone. 
Though  I  fly  to  Istamboul, 
Athens  holds  my  heait  and  soul, 
uaa  I  cease  to  iove  thee  7  No  f 
My  life,  my  life,  I  love  thee  I 
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LARDY  D AH! 


1.1. 


SUNG  WITH  GREAT  SUCCESS  BY  TONY  PASTOUc 


Let  me  introduce  a  fellab  !  lardy  <ia'  ! 

A  fellah  who's  a  swell,  ah  1  lardy  dah  ! 

The'  small  the  cash  he  drew,  yet 

The  week  he  struggles  thro'  it. 

For  he  knows  the  way  to  do  it,  lardy  dah  !  lardy  liaU  t- 

For  he  knows  the  way  to  do  the  '  lardy  dah  I " 

Ohoros. 

He  wears  a  penny  flower  in  his  coat,  lardy  dab !  , 

And  a  Denny  i»aper  collar  round  his  throat,  lardy  dan  I 

Jn  his  nana  a  penny  stick, 
n  his  tooth  a  penny  i-ick,  ,  ,  ,  ,     ,     ■,  u  . 

And  a  penny  in  his  po  ket,  lardy  ddi  I  lardy  d.ah  i 
And  a  penny  in  his  pocket,  lardy  dah  I 

fie  is  something  in  an  office,  lardy  dah  1  lardy  dah  I 

And  he  quite  the  city  toff  is,  lardy  dab  I 

He  cuts  a  swell  ko  fine,  oh  ! 

He  quite  forgets  to  dine,  oh  !  , 

For  he  bloWs  in  all  his  "  Rino/'  lardy  dah  !  lardy  dah  I    . 

For  he  blows  in  all  hit  "Rino,"  lardy  dab  I  lardy  dah  \—Chofu» 

When  he's  been  out  every  toight,  ah  1  lardy  dah !  lardy  dah  I 

His  luncheon's  very  slight,  ah  !  lardy  dah  1 

His  Paris  diamonds  cle-ah, 

Look  indeed  a  little  qw  e-ah, 

With  his  sandwich  and  his  be-ah,  lardy  (iah  1  lardy  dah  I 

With  his  sandwich  and  his  be-ah,  lardy  dah  !  laidy  dah  l-Chorus 

His  shirt  is  very  "  trick)',"  lardy  dah  !  laidy  dah ! 

It's  a  pair  of  cuffo,  and  dickey,  lardy  dah ! 

His  boots  are  patent  leather, 

But  they  never  stand  wet  weather, 

For  they're  paper,  glued  together,  lardy  dah  !  lardy  dah  1 

They  are  paper,  glued  together,  lardy  dah  \—Choru». 

His  chain  is  true  a  snide  'un,  lardy  dah  I  lardy  dah  I 
And  his  watch  an  oroide  'un,  lardy  dah  I 
Aytrf  If  i^Aiv  m\  -mava  Aboiished^ 

This  swell  would  be  demolished, 

For  his  hat  would  not  be  polished,  lardy  dah !  lardy  dah  I 

For  his  hat  would  not  be  polished,  lardy  dah  X—Gkorun. 


I 
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LITTLE  QHQ^i^  Jijrt 

Mjr  wife  and  I  Hire  all  alone, 
In  a  Httlo  brown  hut  we  call  oiir  own  • 
She  loves  gin  and  I  love  rum—  * 

Tell  jou  what  it  is,  don't  We  haVe  fun  1 

Chobus. 

Hal  ha  I  ha  I  'tis  you  and  mc, 
Little  brown  jug,  don't  I  love  thee  t 
Hal  hal  hal  'Ui you  and  me, 
LiiUe  brown  jug,  dont  I  love  thee  I 

If  I  h«l  a  cow  that  gave  such  milk. 

I'd  dress  her  in  the  finest  silk. 

Feed  her  on  the  choicest  hay, 

And  milk  her  twenty  times  p.  div.-C»o««. 

2l»  you  that  makes  my  friends  my  foe- 

^i«  you  that  makes  me  wear  old  c?othe. ; 

Hut,  seeing  you  are  near  my  aose, 

"  Tip  her  up  and  down  she  goes !  '"^Ckartu, 

When  I  go  foiling  on  my  farm, 

Take  little  brown  jag  under  my  arm, 

8it  it  under  some  shady  tree-^ 

Little  brown  jug,  dtm't  I  love  thee  l^CJiorus, 

Then  camt  the  landlord  tripping  in 

Bound  top  hat  and  peaked  chin ;     * 

In  his  hand  he  carried  a  ccp 

8*78  I :  old  follow,  gire  us  a  sup  U  Ohoru,. 

Ifall  the  folks  in  Adam's  race 

Were  put  together  in  one  place. 

i  iien  vd  prepare  to  drop  a  tear 

Before  I'd  part  with  you  my  dear  I-C7Aen«. 
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LITTLE  BARE-FOOT. 


StandinK  where  tho  bleak  winds  whistled 

Round  her  small  and  fragile  'jrin, 
Arms  within  torn  garments  nestled, 

Standing  there  at  rJght  and  morn : 
Hundreds  passing  by  iinhcuding, 

'Cept  to  j  stlo  her  asido — 
There,  with  bare  feet  cold  and  bleeding, 

She  in  tones  of  anguish  cried  : 
"  Mister  I  Please  gi  vo  rae  a  penny : 

For,  I've  not  got  any  Pa — 
Please  sir,  give  me  just  one  penny, 

I  want  to  buy  some  bread  for  Ma  I " 

Chgrus. 

While  we  beg  for  those  with  plenty, 
And  for  them  to  us  unknown, 

"Vfe'U  not  forget  our  little  "barefoots," 
They  are  heathens  nearer  home^ 

Bailing  thus  each  past^ing  stranger, 

As  they  hurriedly  went  by, 
Some  would  turn  and  gaze  upon  her. 

Pity  beaming  from  Ihuir  eye  j 
Others  cast  a  frown  upon  her, 

HeediDg  not  the  plHintive  cry  ; 
**  I  must  have  some  bread  for  mother, 

Or  with  hunger  she  will  die : 
Mister  1  Please  give  mo  a  penny ; 

For,  I've  not  got  any  Pa — 
Please,  sir,  give  rae  just  <  ne  penny,  * 

I  want  to  buy  some  bread  for  Ma !  " — Qkorut. 

There,  one  chilly  day  in  Winter, 

Bare-foot  sat  upon  the  pave ; 
Out-stretched  were  her  little  fingers, 

But  not  pennies  did  she  crave — 
There,  while  begging  bread  for  mother, 

Death  had  chilled  I    <  i^tle  heart. 
Yet  each  day,  we  see  so  ne  other 

Playing  little  Bare-foot's  part ; 
"  Mister  1  Please  give  mo  a  penny  ; 

t:^ xt _-_j.    _._j     T5_ 

jT  or.  i*  Vv  iitJv  ^^^  *i^y  A  Si— 
Please,  sir,  give  me  just  one  penny. 

I  want  to  buy  some  bread  for  Ma  ! " — Ghoru». 
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THE  LITTLE  ONES  AT  HOME. 


I  am  thinking  now  of  home,  among  my  native  hills, 

And  though  afar  thro'  distant  lando  I  roam, 
The  mem'ries  of  the  ^  awt  my  heart  with  longing  fills, 

To  see  the  darling  little  oneb  at  home. 
Ah  I  now  their  forms  I  seem  to  aee, 

Far  o'er  the  rolling  ocean's  foam. 
And  hear  their  voices  ringing  in  merry,  childish  glee, 

Oh,  [  long  to  see  the  little  ones  at  home. 


!    4f 


:!^ 


)    11 


Chords. 

The  little  ones  at  home,  the  little  ones  at  home, 

I  long  to  see  the  little  ones  at  home, 
And  hear  their  voices  ringing  in  merry,  childish  glee, 

Oh,  I  long  to  see  the  little  ones  at  home. 

The  moon  looks  mildly  down,  the  same  as  oft  before, 

And  bathes  the  earth  in  floods  ot  meiiow  iignt, 
But  its  beams  are  not  so  bright  upon  this  lonely  shore, 

As  they  seemed  at  home  one  year  ago  to-night, 
ftadly  my  heart  still  turns  to  thee. 

Wherever  I  may  chance  to  roam 
I  hear  your  voices  ringing  in  merry,  childish  glee. 

Oh,  I  long  to  hear  the  little  on-es  at  home. — Chorui. 


l;,  ;!  '■'\ 


May  guardian  angels  still  their  vigils  o'er  thee  keep. 

May  heaven's  choicest  blessings  on  thee  rest. 
Till  I  am  safely  borne  across  the  stormy  deep,  ' 

And  meet  again  with  those  I  love  the  best. 
Soon,  soon  your  faces  I  shall  see, 

Never,  nevermore  from  thee  to  roam. 
Soon  shall  I  hear  your  voices  in  merry,  childish  glee. 

Proclaim  the  joyous  welcome,  welcome  home. 


Chorus. 

^liA  lifflA  r\r\t^a    flf  Vx^mo     fViit  lifflA  rknoia  af  Virkma 


'! 


I  long  to  see  the  little  ones  at  home. 
Soon  shall  I  h«ar  your  voices  in  merry,  childish  glee. 
Proclaim  the  joyous  welcome,  welcome  home. 
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LISTEN  TO  THE  MOCKING-BIRD. 


I'm  dreaming  now  of  Rally,  Bweet  Hally, 

I'm  dreaming  now  of  Hally  ; 
For  the  thought  of  her  is  one  that  nevor  dic8  ; 

She's  sleeping  in  the  valley,  the  vaUey,  the  valley, 
She's  sleeping  in  the  valley, 

And  the  mocking-bird  is  singing  where  she  lies. 

Chorus. 


Listen  to  the  mocking-bird, 
Listen  to  the  mocking-bird, 
The  mocking-bird  is  singing  o'er  her  grave. 
Listen  to  the  mocking-bird, 

-  .    ■  .       -T       .,..■»_• i,;_-i 

Still  singing  where  the  weepiiig  willows  wave. 

Ah  !  well  I  yet  remember,  remember,  remember. 

Ah  !  well  I  yet  remember, 
When  we  gathered  in  the  cotton,  side  by  side ; 

'Twas  in  the  mild  September,  September,  September, 
'Twas  in  the  mild  September, 

And  the  mocking-bird  was  singing  far  and  wide. 

Listen  to  the  mocking-bivd,  &c. 

When  the  charms  of  Spring  awaken,  awaken,  awaken, 

When  the  charms  of  Spring  awaken. 
And  the  mocking-bird  is  singing  on  the  bough, 

I  feel  like  one  forsaken,  forsaken,  forsaken, 
I  feel  like  one  forsaken. 

Since  Hally  is  no  longer  with  me  now. 

Listen  to  the  mockiDg-bird,  &c 
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UTILE  SWEETHEART,  COME  AKO  KISS  ME 


Little  sweetheart,  come  and  kiss  me, 

Just  once  more  before  I  go ; 
Tell  me  truly,  will  you  miss  me, 

As  I  wander  to  and  fro  ? 
Let  mo  feel  (he  tender  pressing 

Of  your  ruby  lips  to  mine, 
With  your  dimple  hands  caressing. 

And  your  snowy  arms  entwine. 


Chorus. 

Ah  I  little  sweetheart,  come  and  kiss  me, 
Come  and  whisper,  sweet  and  low. 

That  your  heart  will  sadly  miss  me, 
As  I  wander  to  and  fro. 

Little  sweetheart,  come  and  kiss  me, 

We  may  never  meet  again  I 
We  may  never  roam  together 

Down  the  dear  old  shady  lane. 
Future  years  may  bring  us  sorrow 

That  our  hearts  may  little  know. 
Still  of  care  we  should  not  borrow— 

Come  and  kiss  me  ere  I  go. 


Mi    1  j!<;i 


Chorus. 

Ah  !  little  sweetheart,  come  and  kiss  me, 
Come  and  whisper,  sweet  and  low. 

That  your  heart  will  sadly  miss  roe, 
As  I  wander  to  and  fro. 


LITTLE  FOOTSTEPS. 

Little  footsteps  soft  and  gentle, 

Gliding  by  our  cottage  door  ; 
How  I  love  to  hear  their  trample, 

As  I  heard  in  days  of  yore  I 
Tiny  feet  that  traveled  lightly 

In  this  weary  world  of  woe, 
Now  silent  lie  in  yonder  church-yard, 

'Neath  the  dismal  grave  below. 
Little  footf.tops,  soft  aud  gentle, 

Gliding  by  our  cottage  c'oor ; 
How  I  love  to  hear  their  trample. 

As  I  beard  in  days  of  yore  I 

Chorus. 

Little  footsteps,  soft  and  i^       le. 
Gliding  by  our  cottage  door ; 

How  I  love  to  hear  their  trample. 
As  I  heard  in  days  of  yorul 

She  sleeps  the  sleep  that  knows  no  waking. 

By  the  n- olden  river's  shore, 
And  my  lieart  it  yearns  with  saaness, 

Whon  I  pass  that  co4age  door. 
Sweetly  now  the  angels  carol 

Tidings  from  our  loved  one  far, 
That  sle  still  does  hover  o'er  us, 

And  will  be  our  guiding  star. 
She  sleeps  *he  sleep  that  knows  no  waking, 

By  the  j^^lden  river's  shore, 
And  my  heart  it  yearns  witb  sadness, 

When  I  pass  that  cottage  door. — Chorut. 

Little  footsteps  now  will  jo'irney 

lu  the  world  of  sin  no  ra(»re, 
Ne'er  they'll  press  the  f^and- banks  lightly. 

By  the  golden  river's  shore. 
Mother,  weep  not ;  faihor,  grieve  not ; 

Try  to  smooth  your  troubles  o'er, 
For  I'll  think  of  her  as  sleeping. 

Not  as  dead,  but  gone  before. 
Little  footsteps  now  will  journey 

In  the  world  of  sin  no  more, 
Ne'er  they'll  press  the  sand-banks  lightly. 

By  tl.e  golden  river's  shore. — Chortu. 
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LITTLE  MAGGIE  MAY. 


The  Spring  had  come,  the  flowers  in  blooilQ, 

The  birds  sung  out  their  lay, 
Down  by  a  little  running  brook 

I  first  saw  Maggie  May. 
She  had  a  roguish  jet-black  eye, 

Was  singing  all  the  day  ; 
And  how  I  loved  her,  none  can  tell, 

My  little  Maggie  May  ! 


Chorus. 

My  little  witching  Maggie, 
Maggie  singing  all  the  day ; 

Oh  !  how  I  lov )  her,  none  can  tell, 
My  little  Maggie  May. 

Though  years  rolled  on,  yet  still  I  loved 

With  heart  so  light  and  gay, 
And  never  will  this  heart  deceive 

My  own  dear  Maggie  May. 
When  others  thought  that  life  was  gone, 

And  death  would  take  away, 
Still  by  my  side  did  linger  one, 

And  that  was  Maggie  May. — Chorus. 

May  heaven  protect  me  for  her  sake  ; 

I  pray,  both  night  and  day. 
That  I,  ere  long,  may  call  hec  m\ne, 

My  own  dear  Maggie  May. 
For  she  is  all  the  world  to  me, 

Although  I'm  far  away, 
I  oft-times  think  of  the  running  brook 
k^A  »«Tr  UfflA  MfLcrffie  Mav.— -Chorus. 


THE  OLD  CABIN  HOME 


I  am  going  far  away; 

Far  ^Way  to  leave  yon  now 
To  de  Mississippi  River  I  am  goings 

I  will  take  my  old  banjo, 

And  I'll  sing  dis  little  sung 
Away  down  iu  my  Old  Cabin  Hottie. 

Chokus 

Here  is  my  Old  Cabin  Home  ; 

Here  is  my  sister  and  my  brother ; 

Here  lies  my  wife,  de  joy  of  my  life, 

And  my  child  in  de  grave  with  its  mother? 

I  am  going  to  leave  dis  land, 

With  dis  our  darkey  band, 
To  travel  all  dis  wide  world  o'er  j 

And  when  I  get  tired, 

I  will  settle  down  to  rcirf), 
Away  down  in  my  Old  Cabin  Home,— CAoru*. 

When  old  age  comes  oil 

And  my  hair  is  turning  gmy, 
I  will  hang  up  de  banjo  all  alone, 

I'll  set  down  by  de  fire, 

And  I'll  pass  de  time  away, 
Away  done  in  my  Old  Cabin  Horn**.— CAorM«. 

'Tis  dere  where  I  roam, 

Away  down  on  the  old  farm, 
Where  all  do  darkies  are  free ; 

Oh !  merrily  sound  de  tanjo, 

For  de  white  folks  round  de  room, 
Away  down  in  my  Old  Cabin  Howie.— CAorM* 
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the:  old  oaken  BUdKEt, 


How  dear  to  my  heart  are  the  scenes  of  my  childhood, 

When  fond  recollection  recalls  them  to  view ; 
The  orchanl,  the  meadow,  the  deep-tangled  wild  wood, 

And  every  lowed  spot  which  my  infancy  knew; 
The  wide  spreading  pond,  and  the  mill  which  stood  by  it, 

The  bridge,  and  the  rock  where  the  cataract  fell, 
The  cot  of  my  father,  the  dairy-house  nigh  it, 

And  e'«n  the  rude  bucket  which  hung  in  the  well. 
The  old  oaken  bucket — the  iron-bound  bucket — 
The  moss  cover'd  bucket,  which  hung  in  the  well. 

The  moss-cover'd  vessel  I  hailed  as  a  treasure, 

For  often,  nt  noon,  when  retnrn'd  from  the  field, 
I  found  it  the  s-ourco  of  an  exquisite  pleasure, 

The  purest  and  sweetest  that  nature  can  yield ; 
How  ardent  I  seized  it  with  hands  that  were  glowing, 

And  quick  to  the  white-pebbled  bottom  it  fell, 
Then  soon,  with  the  emblem  of  truth  overflowing. 

And  dripping  with  coolness,  it  rose  from  the  well. 
The  old  oaken  bucket — the  iron  bound  bucket — 
The  moss-cover'd  bucket  arose  from  the  well. 

How  sweet  from  the  green  mossy  brim  to  receive  it, 

As  poised  on  the  curb  it  inclined  to  my  lips  ; 
Not  a  full-blushing  gobiet  could  tempt  me  to  leave  it, 

Though  filled  with  the  nectar  that  Jupiter  sips. 
And  now  far  removed  from  the  loved  situation, 

The  tear  of  regret  will  intrusively  swell, 
As  fancy  revisits  my  father's  plantation, 

And  sighs  for  the  bucket  which  hangs  in  the  well 
The  old  oaken  bucket — the  iron-bound  bucket — 
The  moss-cover'd  b.ickct  which  hangs  in  the  well. 
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OLD  LOG  CABIN  BY  THE  STREAM. 


Oh  t  they  call  me  Uncle  Joe,  I  was  bred  and  born,  you  know. 

In  a  pleasant  spot  not  far  away  from  here  ; 
When  I  thiuk  of  days  gone  by,  it  almost  makes  me  cry, 

For  my  birthplace  that  Tve  always  loved  so  dear, 
X  used  to  play  the  banjo,  just  beside  the  cabin  door, 

And  watch  the  children  dancing  on  the  green; 
But  them  days  are  past  and  gone,  and  they  never  will  return 

Since  I  left  my  old  log  cabin  by  the  stream. 


Chorus. 

Will  I  hear  the  darki*»»'  juices  as  i  usea  to  years  ago? 
Yob,  we're  waiting  to  receive  you,  Uncle  Joe ; 
Oh  I  it  seems  to  me  a  dream,  bark  I  list  to  the  tambourine, 
Oh  !  the  sound  comes  from  my  cabin  by  the  stream. 

Oh  1 1  know  I  soon  shell  die,  and  it  almost  makes  me  cry, 

When  I've  got  to  leave  the  spot  where  I  was  born  ; 
I  have  traveled  far  alone,  just  to  see  my  dear  old  home, 

But  I  thought  that  all  the  rr  ored  folks  had  gone. 
But  now  I  think  I'm  wrong,  yet  I'll  sing  my  little  song. 

For  everything  to  me  seems  like  a  dream  ; 
When  the  darkies  hear  my  voice,  it  wiil  make  their  hearts  rejolee, 

For  I've  come  to  see  my  cabin  by  the  stream. 

CHORUi. 

Will  I  hear  the  darkies'  voices  as  I  used  to  yearn  ago? 
Yes,  we're  waiting  to  receive  you,  Untie  Joe  ; 
Oh  !  it  seems  to  me  a  dream,  hark  !  list  to  the  tarn.  )urine 
Oh  t  the  sound  comes  from  my  cabin  by  the  stream. 
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OLD  FOLKS  AT  HOME, 


'Way  down  on  the  Swanee  RIbber, 

Far,  far  away, 
Dar's  wha  my  heart  is  turning  ebbcr, 

Dar's  wha  the  old  folks  stay. 
All  up  and  down  de  whole  creation 

Sadly  I  roam, 
Still  longing  for  de  old  plantation, 

And  for  de  old  ioika  at  home. 

Chorus. 

All  de  world  am  sad  and  dreary 

Eb'  ry  where  I  roam  ; 
Oh,  darKies,  now  luj  liooT-i  grows  weary,. 

Far  from  de  old  folks  at  home. 

All  round  de  little  farm  I  wandered, 

When  I  was  young  ; 
Den  many  happy  days  I  squander'd— 

Many  de  songs  1  sung. 
When  I  was  playing  wid  my  brudder, 

Happy  was  I ; 
Ob,  take  me  to  my  kind  old  mudder, 

Dar  let  me  live  and  die. — Chorus. 


One  little  hut  among  de  bushes — 

One  dftt  I  love — 
Still  sadly  to  my  mem'ry  rushes, 

No  matter  where  I  rove. 
When  will  I  see  de  bee«  ft^umming 

All  round  de  comb  ? 
When  will  I  hear  de  banjo  turaming 

i)own  in  my  good  old  home  1— Chorus. 
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OLD  WOODEN  ROCKEFt. 


There  it  standa  in  the  comer,  wHh  its  back  to  the  wall, 

The  old  wooden  rocker  so  stately  aod  tall ! 

With  naught  to  disturb  it  but  the  duster  or  broom, 

For  no  one  now  uses  the  back  parlor  voom. 

Oh,  how  well  I  remember,  in  days  long  gone  by, 

When  we  stood  by  that  rocker,  my  sister  and  I, 

And  we  listened  to  the  stories  that  our  grandma  would  tell, 

By  that  old  woo'en  rocker,  we  all  lovM  so  well. 

Chorus. 

As  she  sat  by  the  fire,  she  would  rock,  rock,  rock, 
And  we  heard  but  the  tick  of  the  old  brass  clock  ; 
Eighty  years  she  had  sat  in  that  chair,  grim  and  tail- 
In  that  old  wooden  rocker  that  stood  by  the  wall. 

If  this  chair  could  but  speak,  oh,  the  tales  it  could  tell, 
How  poor,  aged  grandpa,  in  fierce  battle  fell ; 
'Neath  the  stars  and  the  stripes  he  fought  bravely  and  true, 
lie  cherished  his  freedom — the  red,  white  and  bine. 
It  could  tell  of  bright  days,  and  of  dark  ones,  beside. 
Of  the  day  when  dear  grandma  stood  forth  as  a  bride  ; 
This  is  why  we  all  love  it,  this  old  chair  grim  and  tall — 
The  old  wooden  rocker  that  stands  by  the  wall. — Chorus. 


But  poor  grandma  is  gone,  and  her  stories  are  done  ; 

Her  children  have  followed  her,  yes,  on«  by  one  ; 

They  have  all  gone  to  meet  her  »'  in  the  sweet  by-and-bye," 

And  all  that  is  left  is  dear  sister  and  I. 

Never  more  \n\\  we  hide  her  goM  specs  or  her  cap  ; 

Never  more  will  we  tease  her  while  taking  her  nap  ; 

Never  more  will  she  slumber  in  that  chair,  grin  and  tall — 


rtv 


43 


NELLY  RAY, 


I  love  a  little  country  queen, 

A  village  beauty  rare, 
With  rosy  cheeks  and  pearly  teeth, 

And  lovely  nut-brown  hair ; 
Her  waist  it  is  so  slender, 

And  her  feet  Ihey  are  so  small ; 
Of  all  the  girls  I  ever  loved, 

My  Nelly  beats  them  all, 

t 

Chorus. 

Nelly  Ray,  Nelly  Ray,  charming  little  Nell, 
Nelly  Hay,  Nelly  Kay,  charming  little  belle ; 
Nelly  Kay,  like  bird?  of  May,  singing  all  the  day, 
I  never  had  a  sweetheart  like  my  charming  Neliy  Ray. 

IIci-  father  keeps  a  farm  house. 

In  a  vilhiL'c  down  in  Kent, 
And  being  on  my  Ijolidays, 

To  Hpend  them  thure  I  went, 
And  while  a-stroliing  through  the  fields, 

As  on  my  way  1  roamed, 
That's  where  I  met  my  Nelly, 

As  bho  drove  the  cattle  home. — Chorus. 

I  took  my  Nelly  for  a  walk, 

Among  tho  bright  green  grass. 
And  words  of  lovo  I  whispered, 

To  this  young  country  lass  ; 
I  placed  my  arms  around  her  waist, 

As  I  sat  by  her  side, 
And  while  we  wore  a-talHng, 

She  pledged  to  bo  my  bride.— CAorM«. 

And  now  wu'vc  named  the  happy  day, 

And  hew  happy  we  shall  be — 
No  thoughts  of  jealousy  shall  enter 

The  minds  of  her  or  me, 
But  in  our  farm  house 

We'll  be  liappy  night  and  day, 
And  our  livi-s  shall  pass  like  sunshine, 

For  I  have  tho  brightest  ray— CAonw. 
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WITHIN  A  MILE  OF  EDIN 


»unu 


TOWN. 


Intheroeytin,eoftl,«y.«r 
Sweet  flowers  bl,  on, 'd  and.!,'. 

A«ae«o..,ep,.e.d;r,',:;:c;."-^<'-- 

Boanoy  Jook<.y,  l,,^,,,,  ,^^     ; 

^,«u  sweet  Juiny  ,r,aking  hav  • 

rhe  lassie  Miish'd  an,i  r.        ■  '' 

a,  and,  frowning,  cried, 

"Na,  na,itwinnado; 
oanna,  canna,  winna,  wi„na,  „„„„,  ,„^y^  ,    „ 

;^:rj:!dt^::':rr' 

Bonney  Jockey,  blithe  and  free, 
y«f    ,.,,?  ^'' ^^'^^^  "gl^t  merrily. 

rot  s.nseMus.H  an,  .owning  eri.., 
■wa,  na,  it  winna  do  • 

eanna,  canna,  winna,  wi„„;  „„„„,  ,„^^,^  ^  „ 

Bonney  Jockey,  blythe  and  free, 
^\«»  1»^'- lie»rt  right  merrily 
At  cburch  She  nao  .au,  frownln/cried, 

'•  Na,  na.  it  winna  do, 
-  —I  -"ao,  wiuaa,  winna,  munna  buckle  to." 

4d 


Answer  to  "  (SCOTCH  LiASSIE  JE AlT*^* 


YOUR  LASSIE  WILL  BE  TRUE. 


i'hough  seas  now  divide,  and  the  ndoimtains  so  wide, 

I'll  never  once  forget  you  far  away  • 
Bnt  I'll  treasure  still  the  flower  that  J'ou  gave  me  one  sweet  houf, 

When  we  watched  the  iads  and  laspies  dancing  gay  ; 
You've  longed  for  my  coming,  and  I've  wept  bitter  ttars. 

Your  Scotch  lassie  still  is  your  own ; 
fehe  never  will  be  false,  for  her  heart  sho  left  with  yoii, 

No !  yout  lassie,  blue-eyed  lassie  will  be  true. 

Chorus. 

6ii,  laddie,  my  laddie  far  away, 

Still  would  your  darling  die  for  you  ; 
She  n.'vor  will  bo  false,  ah,  no  I  no  matter  what  they  say, 
No  I  your  lassie,  blue-eyed  lassie,  will  be  true. 

Then,  love,  don't  forget  that  I  think  of  you  yet, 

'Mid  Scotland's  bounie  hills  across  the  sea ; 
And  though  far  away  I  roam,  ah  1  I  know  there  Is  a  home, 

That  is  waiting  there,  my  own,  for  you  and  mc  ; 
I  come  to  you,  laddie,  like  the  bird  to  its  nest, 

For  still  I  am  praying  for  you ; 
Of  all  this  world  so  fair  I  am  loving  you  the  beat, 

And  your  lassie,  bluo-eyed  lassie,  will  be  true. 


Chorus. 

Oh,  laddie,  my  laddie  far  away. 

Still  would  your  darling  die  for  you 
She  never  will  be  false,  ah,  no  !  no  matter  what  they  say, 

No  1   Vniir  IakHIP    hlim.AVpH   Inaaio    urill   Iwi  4vi>.^ 
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TENTING  ON  THEJLD  CAMP-GROUND. 

We're  tenting  to-night  on  the  old  cami.  ground 

Give  us  a  song  to  cheer 
Our  weary  hearts,  a  song  of  home 

And  friends  so  dear  I 

Chords. 
Many  are  the  hearts  that  are  weary  to-night, 

Wishing  for  the  war  to  cease  ; 
Many  are  the  hearts  looking  for  the  right, 

To  see  the  dawn  of  peace ; 
Tenting  tonight,  tenting  to-night. 

Tenting  on  the  old  camp-ground. 

We've  been  tenting,  to-night,  on  tJie  old  camp-ground, 

Thinking  of  the  days  gone  by  ; 
Of  the  loved  ones  at  nome,  that  gave  us  the  hand, 

And  the  tear  that  said,  Good-bye  l—Ckorw. 

We  are  tired  of  war  on  the  old  camp-ground ;  ^ 

Many  are  dead  and  gone, 
Of  the  b     76  and  true,  who've  left  their  homes  ; 

Others  have  been  wounded  loug.^Choras. 

We've  been  fighting  to-day  on  the  old  camp-ground: 
Many  are  lying  near 

Some  are  dead,  and  some  are  dying- 
Many  are  in  tears  I— 


Chorus. 

Many  are  the  hearts  that  are  weary  to-night, 

Wishixig  for  the  war  to  cease ; 
Many  are  the  hearts  looking  for  the  right 

To  see  the  dawn  of  peace : 
Dying  to-night,  dying  to-night, 

u}iiif£  ua.  vae  oia  Oump-ground. 
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THE  TURNPIKE  GATE 


I  am  thinking  of  the  day  when  but  a"  little  child, 

I  wandered  o'er  tlie  meadows  to  the  hill 
Where  the  sweet  flowers  grew,  and  forever  growing  wild, 

And  the  stream  e'er  flowed  by  the  mill. 
But  the  old  mill  house  has  gone  to  decay  ; 

I  loved  it,  and  so  did  darling  Kate, 
And  the  miller  he  lies  sleeping  where  the  gentle  breeaes  blow, 

And  we  played  'neath  tlie  turnpike  gate. 


Chorus. 

For  the  turnpike  gate  is  the  pride  of  my  heart ; 

I  loved  it,  and  so  did  darling  Kate ; 
When  she  sits  beside  me  now,  there's  a  smile  upon  her  brow, 
That  reminds  me  of  the  turnpike  gate. 

* 
And  the  old  school  house  has  gone  to  decay, 

Where  the  schoolmaster  heard  us  recite, 
And  those  happy,  happy  days  have  faded  from  our  view, 

Wlien  our  little  hearts  were  filled  with  delight. 
And  when  the  school  was  ou^,  we  would  wander  to  the  spring. 

Where  I  drew  for  you  pictures  on  y^'i.r  slate^ 
And  those  happy  childhood  days  ther'        >mo  again  no  more. 
When  we  played  on  the  turnpike  gate. 


Chorus. 

For  the  turnpike  gate  is  the  pride  of  my  heart; 

I  loved  it,  and  so  did  darling  Kate  ; 
When  she  sits  beside  me  no.v,  there's  a  smile  upon  her  brow 

That  reminds  me  of  the  turnpike  gate. 
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There's  Done  like  a  Motbr 


if  ever  so  poor. 


yon  cHer  to  mc  voii.  hi. T      i       '  ^""^  "«^«»-  <Jweive  : 
A     J        •  /uiii  iieai't  and  vmir  hun^i  "»»«  ) 

For  some  «,.„  they  h-III  Z.'f^  'T"  ""-'  ""'"X  ! 

And  8oon  «heV roduc^  to  a tn  r/''''jT  »  «"''«  "»«»«, 

I'll  not  leave  m/»oth^r7.Ubo~l'i:  ^?.'"'  "^"'^  i 
And  soothe  emv  Lrm^'^ J^        '"''  ""^  ''»'"'. 

i'o^  there's  none-Jike  «  ioiherilTste  ric"h''o^  ^"j 
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TELl  ME  WHERE  MY  EVA'S  GONE? 


I  had  a  drea:^,  a  happy  dream  : 

I  dreamt  that  I  was  free, 
And  in  my  own  dear  fur  off  distant  homOi 

J  liv'd  so  fancy  free. 


Solo. 

Eva,  Eva,  tell  me  where  my  Eva's  gone  j 
She  has  left  me  here  to  sigh  and  to  mourn  } 
Can't  you  tell  me  where  my  Eva's  gone ! 


Chorus. 

Eva,  Sva,  tell  me  where  my  Eva's  gone  ; 
She  has  left  me  here  to  sigh  and  to  mourn  j 
Can't  you  tell  mo  whore  my  Eva's  gone  I 

And  in  this  that  seemed  a  happy  dream, 

I  was  so  proud  and  brave. 
And  when  I  woke  and  found  'twas  but  a  dream, 

I  found  myself  a  slave. 

Eva,  Eva,  tell  me  where  my  Eva's,  4o, 

I  long  to  dream  that  happy  dream  again  ; 

To  see  my  home  so  fair  ; 
For  now  I  roam  where  all  is  sad  and  drear, 

And  lii    is  full  of  care. 

Eva,  Eva,  tell  me  where  my  Eva's,  Ac, 
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6WEET  BELLE  MAHO 


Soon  beyond  ihe  harbor  bar 
Shall  ray  bark  be  sailing  far; 

O'er  the  world  I  wond-r  lone, 

Sweet  Belle  Mahono 
O'er  thy  grave  I  weep  g  .od-bye- 
ttearj  oh,  hear  ray  plaintive  cry  , 

S^eot  Belle  Afahone. 


CnoRbSi 

Sweet  Belle  Mahotie, 
Sweet  Belle  Mahone ; 

Wait  for  me  at  heaven's  gate 
Sweet  Belle  Mahone.  ' 

Lonely  like  a  withered  tree, 

What  is  all  the  world  tome''' 
Light  and  life  were  all  in  thee, 

Sweet  Belle  Mahone  I 
Daisies  pale  are  growing  o'er 

All  my  heart  can  e'er  adore; 
Shall  I  meet  thee,  t>ver  more, 
Sweet  Belle  Mahone  l-^Chorui, 

Calmly,  sweetly,  slumber  on, 
(Only  one  I  call  my  own !) 
While  in  tears  I  wander  lone, 

Sweet  Belle  Mahone. 
Faded  now  seems  everything, 
But  when  comes  eternal  Spring 
With  thee  I'll  be  wandering      ' 


■  ft  'vo  V  jj*:?j 
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ft 


THE  ROCKY  ROAO  TO  I3UBLIN. 

a"  j-i®  ^^SP^  "^^"^^  "^  -^""f'  ^^^^^  first  from  heme  I  started, 
And  left  the  girls  alone,  sad  and  broken-hearted, 
Shook  hands  with  father  dear,  kiflsed  my  darlinff  mother, 
jUrank  a  pint  of  beer,  my  grief  and  tears  to  smother ; 
ihen,  off  to  reap  the  corn,  and  leave  where  I  was  bom. 

1  cut  a  sfout  blackthorn  to  banish  ghost  or  goblin : 
With  a  pair  of  bran  new  brogues  I  rattled  o'er  the  bogs— 

bure  1  Irightoned  all  the  dogs  on  the  rocky  road  to  Dublin. 

Chorus. 
For  ?t  ip  the  rocky  road,  here's  the  road  to  Dublin : 
Here  8  the  rocky  road,  now  fire  away  to  Dublin  I 
The  steam-coach  was  at  hand,  the  driver  said  he'd  cheap  ones. 
«ut,  sure,  the  lugijMge  van  was  too  much  for  ha'pence. 
I^or  England  I  was  bound,  it  wouH  never  do  to  baulk  it  • 
For  every  step  of  the  r;)a(l.  bedad  !  says  I,  I'll  walk  it !  ' 
I  did  not  sigh  or  moan,  until  I  saw  Athlone, 

A  pain  in  my  shin  bone,  it  set  my  heart  a  bnbbling ; 
And  fearing  the  big  cannon,  looking  o'er  the  Shannon. 
1  very  quickly  ran  on  the  rooky  road  to  Dublin. 

For  it  is  the  rooky  road,  here's  the  rocky  road,  Jkc. 
In  Dublin  I  arrived :  I  thought  it  was  a  pity, 
To  be  so  soon  denrivod  of  a  view  of  that  fine  city. 
Twas  then  l  took  a  stroll,  all  amongthe  quality. 
My  bundle  then  was  stole  in  a  neat  locality, 
bomethingcrossed  my  mind,  thinks  I:  I'll  look  behind. 

No  bundle  could  I  find  upon  my  stick  a  wobbling 
InquiriHg  for  the  rogu  n  they  said  my  Connaught  brogue 
It  wasn  t  much  in  vogue  on  the  rockjr  road  to  Dublin. 

For  it  IS  the  rocky  road,  here'stho  road,  Ac. 

A  coachman  raised  his  hand,  as  if  myself  was  wanting: 
1  went  up  to  a  stand,  full  of  cars  for  jaunting, 
A^^J!':u^y,^''yl  '"^-^^s  he  ;  ah  ah  I  that  I  will  with  pleasure; 
And  to  ohe  strawberry  beds  I'll  drive  you  at  your  leisure. 
A  strawberry  bed  1  says  T,  faith  1  that  would  bo  too  high. 

On  one  of  straw  I'll  he,  and  the  berries  won't  be  troubling. 
He  drove  me  out  j,^  far,  upon  an  outside  cnr ; 

*aith  !  such  jolting  never  wor  on  the  rocky  road  to  Dublin  I 

For  it  is  the  rocky  road,  here's  the  road,  Ac. 
I  soon  got  out  of  that,  my  spirits  never  failing, 
1  landed  on  the  quay,  just  as  the  ship  was  sailini?. 
The  captain  at  me  roared,  said  that  no  room  had  he. 
^ut  when  I  leaped  oa  board,  they  a  cabin  found  for  Paddy. 
Down  among  tlie  pigs,  I  played  such  rummy  rigs. 

Uut  when  off  Holyhead,  I  wished  that  I  was  de  ul. 
Or  sal  ely  put  in  bed,  on  the  rocky  road  to  Dublin. 

For  it  is  (he  rocky  road,  \^cr^.  j  the  road,  Ao* 
The  boys  in  Liverpool  when  on  the  dock  I  landed, 
tailed  mpelt  a  fool,  I  could  no  longer  stand  it; 


iTn,«_    "  .vr""' ","'•'  %"!'"  "»'•»>  -j.r*  vuujr  aihn  x  wua  a  hobble  in: 

^v«:.  T^^^l^'^WT'^h '  t'l^y  Jo»"ct^  ™e  in  the  f/ay ;     ' 
i^augh-a-ballagh  1  clear  the  way  for  the  rocky  rjacl  to  Dublin  I 

For  It  13  ♦.ho  rocky  road,  here's  the  road,  Ac. 
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ROLL  OM  SILVEtt  MOON. 


As  I  strayed  from  mv  cot  at  the  close  of  the  day 
About  the  beginning  of  June, 

'  ^'****  *  j^'^^^'"^"^  «hade,  I  espied  a  fair  maid 

And  she  sadly  complained  to  the  moon 
Roll  on,  silver  moon,  guid.  the  traveller's  way 

When  the  nightingale's  song  is  in  tune, 
But  never,  nover  more  with  my  lover  I'll  'stray 
By  thy  sweet  silver  light,  bonny  moon. 

fioll  on,  silver  moon,  guide  the,  &c. 
As  the  hart  on  the  mountain  my  love  was  brave 

So  handsome,  so  manly,  and  clever ; 
So  kind  and  sincere,  and  he  loved  me  so  dear, 

Oh,  Kdwin,  thy  equal  was  never. 
But  now  he  is  de.Kl,  and  gone  to  death's  bed, 

He's  cut  down  like  a  rose  in  full  bloom  ; 
He's  fallen  asleep,  and  poor  Janes  left  to  iveep, 
By  the  sweet  silver  light  of  the  moon. 

RoU  on,  silver  moon,  guide  the,  kt 
But  his  grave  I'll  seek  out  until  morning  appears, 

And  weep  for  my  lover  so  brave, 
I'll  embrace  the  cold  turf  and  wash  with  my  tears 

The  flowers  that  bloom  o'er  his  gmve. 
But  never  again  shall  my  bosom  bnow  joy. 

With  my  Edwin  I  hope  to  be  soon ; 
Lovers  shall  weep  o'er  the  gmve  wh-'e  we  sleep, 
By  thy  sweet  silver  light,  be  -my  moon. 

Roll  on,  silver  moon,  guide  the,  W 
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kOiBfS.  0¥  klLLARNEY, 


Oh  !  promise  to  meet  me  when  twilight  is  falling; 

Beside  the  bright  waters  that  slumber  so  fair  ;, 
Each  bird  in  the  meadow  your  name  will  be  calling;. 

Ana  every  sweet  rosebud  will  look  for  you  there. 
It's  morning  and  evening  for  you  I  am  sighing ; 

The  heart  in  my  bosom  is  yours  evermore  ; 
I'll  watch  for  you  darling,  when  daylight  is  dying, 

Sweet  rose  of  Killarney,  Mavourneen  Asthore. 

My  heart  is  a  nest  that  is  robbed  and  forsaken, 

When  gone  from  my  sight  is  the  girl  tliat  I  love  ; 
One  word  from  your  lips  can  my  gladness  awaken 

Your  smile  is  the  smile  of  the  angels  above. 
Then  meet  me  at  twilight  beside  the  bright  waters ; 

The  love  that  I  have  told  you  I'd  whisper  once  more  j 
Oh !  Swee.'est  and  fairest  of  Erin's  fair  daughters, 

Dear  rose  of  Killarney,  Mavourneen  Asthore, 
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RED,  WHITE  AND  BLUE, 

O  Columbia,  the  gem  of  the  ocean, 

The  home  of  the  brave  and  the  free, 
The  shrine  of  each  patriot's  devotion. 

A  world  oflFors  homage  to  thee. 
Thy  mandates  make  heroes  assemble, 

When  liberty's  form  meets  their  view 
Thy  banners  make  tyrants  tremble         ' 

When  borne  by  the  Red,  White  Lnd  Blue, 

Chorus. 

When  borne  by  the  Red,  White  and  Blue, 
When  borne  by  the  Red,  White  and  Blue 

Thy  banners  make  tyrants  tremble 
When  borne  by  the  Red,  White  and  Blue. 
When  war  waged  its  wide  desolation, 
And  threatened  our  land  to  defonL 
The  ark  then  of  freedom's  foundation' 

Columbia,  rode  safe  through  the  storm. 
With  her  garland  of  victory  o'er  her 

When  so  proudly  she  bore  her  bold  crew, 
With  her  flag  floating  prondly  before  her. 
The  boast  of  the  Red,  White  and  Blue. 

When  borne  by  the  Red,  &c. 
The  wine  cup,  the  wine  cup  bring  hither, 

And  fill  you  it  up  to  the  brim  • 
May  the  wreath  they  have  won  never  wither, 

Nor  the  star  of  their  glory  grow  dim  I 
May  the  service  united  ne'er  sever, 
^    And  hold  to  the  colors  so  true  I ' 
Tho  Army  and  Navy  for  ever ! 
Thre^  cheer,  for  the  Red,  White  and  Blue. 


Wh 


X1_ 


'    ikcu,  «C, 
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POOR  OLD  NED. 


I  once  knew  a  darkey,  his  name  was  Uncle  Ned  • 
Oh  !  lie  died  long  ago,  long  ago  ;  ' 

He  Lad  no  hair  on  the  top  of  his  head— 
De  place  whtre  de  wool  ought  to  grow. 

Chorus. 

Lay  down  do  fihovel  and  de  hoe, 

Hang  up  de  fiddle  and  de  bow  •  ' 

For  dere'8  no  more  work  for  pt^or  Old  Ned : 

He's  gone  where  de  good  darkies  go. 

His  fingers  were  long,  like  the  cane  in  de  brake 
And  he  had  no  eyes  for  to  jee  ;  ' 

He  had  no  teeth  for  to  eat  de  hoe  cake, 
So  he  had  to  let  de  hoe  cake  bo. 


Chords. 

Lay  down  de  shovel  and  de  hoe, 

Hang  up  de  fiddle  and  de  bow  ; 

For  deres  no  more  work  for  poor  Old  Ned  c 

He  8  gone  where  the  good  darkies  go. 

One  cold  frosty  morning  old  Ned  died 
^  Oh  1  do  tears  down  massa's  face  ran  like  rain. 
^  or  he  knew,  wh.n  Ned  w.  .  laid  in  de  ground 
He  d  never  see  his  like  again. 

Chorus. 

Lay  down  de  shovel  and  the  hoe, 
Hang  up  de  fiddle  and  de  bow  ; 
For  dere's  no  more  work  for  poor  old  Ned 
He  8  gone  where  de  good  darkles  go. 
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W'^tLyoa  LOVE  ME  WHEN  I'jW  OLD? 


It  iB  tbi»  th„    f„',ZC  ^'^  '■ 

Will  i,^    1       **"u'«  ask  vou  • 
Wm  you  lore  «e  whei.  C<;m  , 

Chorus. 

Hoping  some  hriuht  h„    t     ' 
Safe  bevcnd  /»,^      ^"^^  **^  a^f^hor 

Riif  ^K       .  y  "  cloudless, 

Will  you  jovfm^  ^^l*^"^"  *"^"»^  "« ; 
And  its  storms  2v     -  ^'"^  ^'^  ^ 

wnen  I'm  old  ?-CrAortt*. 

"^td^y  eyitanr^^  *^^  -o-cfrift, 
I  would  W  upon   i^'T"'  «^^^^' 

you  II  love-  me  when  I'm  old. 


m 
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WAIT  FOR  THE  TURN  OF  THE  TIDE. 


in  sailing  along  the  river  of  life, 

Over  its  waters  wide, 
We  all  have  to  battle  with  trouble  and  strifCj 

And  wait  for  the  turn  of  the  tide. 
Jilen  of  each  other  are  prone  to  be  jealous^ 

Hopes  are  illusions,  and  npt  what  they  seem ; 
Life  and  its  pleasures,  philosophers  tell  us, 

Go  floating  away  like  a  leaf  on  the  stream. 


Chosus. 

iThen  try  to  be  happy  and  gay,  my  boys, 

Remember  the  world  is  wide, 
And  Rome  wasn't  built  in  a  day,  my  boys, 

So  wait  for  the  turn  of  the  tide. 

Why  people  sit  fretting  their  lives  away, 

I  can't  for  a  moment  surmise, 
If  "  life  is  a  lottery,"  as  they  say — 

We  cannot  all  turn  up  a  prize. 
A  folly  it  is  to  be  sad  and  dejected — 

If  fortune  shows  favors,  she's  fickle  beside^ 
And  may  knock  at  your  door  some  fine  day  unexpected, 

If  you  patiently  wait  for  the  turn  of  the  tide. 

Then  try  to  be  happy  and  gay,  &c. 

Man  is  sent  into  the  world,  we  are  told, 

To  do  all  the  good  that  he  can, 
Yet  how  many  worship  the  chink  of  the  gold, 

And  never  once  think  of  the  man. 
If  you  are  poor,  from  your  friends  keep  a  distance. 

Hold  up  your  head,  tho'  your  funds  are  but  small. 
Once  let  the  world  know  yon  need  its  assistance, 

Be  sure  then  you  will  never  get  it  at  allil 

Then  try  to  b«  happy  and  gay,  kc, 
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"'h.sper  softly,  „„,h„^ 
Soon  she'll  clnc«  i,     ,        ^' 

Mother,  owJT  ""^'"  '«"-«  «»- 
Whpn  ,  ^     '  <-hiIdhood 

'""^""""'f  >•<>"■•  ^-iid  to  ;.*. 

Chorus. 
Whisper  Boftly,  „,„n„ 

boon  we'll  mi8«  ^k    x         ^' 

^^d  we'll  n^irr.'"''''"^"' 
^^-  he?;,-  ^:7^^  -  ^-ing, 

Mother  ask  fhTi-'^^^^^^e. 

^^o  Will  elf  rurs^'*^- 

When  they've  Jt       "'^' 

«eyve  taken  you  away? 
VVhisper  softly  mnth    ,    . 

t' J,  mother's  dying,  &c. 

W^^«Per  softly,  ^othe^sdyin^ 
And  she'll  tell  no      /    "^  ^' 
«i>o'lI  watch  „V^"«;""o  weep, 

Through  the^^i'h'r''''"^' 
^--ling  mother;;' l':':7f- -'cep. 

"Oh  zrr"''"-'^''-*- 


^"«r'8  djrln^^  ^^^ 
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WHEN  MY  SHIP  COMES 


BUNG   BY   MISS   ADELAIDE   NEILSSON. 


When  the  little  birds  begin  to  sin/* 

And  the  silv'ry  notes  from  thmi  ye"nw»^  vinDats 
Make  the  valleys  and  the  woodlands  ring 

With  their  music  soft  and  sweet, 
I  love  to  wander  down  beside  the  sea, 

In  the  twilight's  rays  so  dim, 
And  I  watch  each  night  by  the  moon's  pale  light, 

For  I'm  waiting  till  my  ship  comes  in. 


Chorus. 

When  the  little  birds  begin  to  sing, 

And  the  silv'r;    lotes  from  their  yellow  throats 
Make  the  valleys  and  the  woodlauds  ring, 

Then  I'm  waiting  till  my  ship  comes  in. 

Oh,  my  love  has  gone  across  the  sea, 

For  he  sailed  away  on  a  Summer's  day. 
And  be  took  my  loving  heart  from  me. 

With  his  uniform  so  bright. 
He  sailed  awny  w  ith  heart  so  light  and  gay, 

In  a  ship  so  neat  and  trim, 
And  no  joy  I'll  see  till  he  comes  back  to  me, 

So  I'm  waiting  till  my  ship  comes  in. 

When  the  little  birds  begin  to  sing,  Ac. 


Oh,  they  say  he'll  be  a  captain  b»!t, 

And  will  have  command  of  a  ship  so  grand, 
But  I'm  waiting,  too,  for  something  more 

When  my  love  comes  back  to  me. 
For  t'  en  I  shall  be  dearer  far  to  him 

Than  the  rank  he  strove  to  win. 
And  my  heart  beats  light  as  I  watch  to-night, 

For  I'm  waiting  till  my  ship  comes  in. 

When  the  little  birds  begin  to  simg,  &c. 
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'"'^'^  Till  THE  CLOUDS  ROU  Br. 


tL    '■"""" ^"""^ *"'".., 

^-t*"' the  Cloud,  „„b^;' 


4 

Chords. 
^»"  «II  the  Clouds  roll  bv  I 
^  ^--"nbe  Cloud:"  IV"'' 

^''"  ""  the  cloud,  roll  by. 

';7'  '"'^''  '"  '™'»  thee,  lo.e 
;-;""«  the  ocean  deep,  '' 

^^.ou  the.  ,,,.,„, 

Tate  courage,  dear,  and  never  .Vh 

-=t  tliUho  olond,  roll  b,._a,^. 
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WHOA,  EMMA  I 


BUNG    BY    TONY   PASTOR. 


I  don't  mind  telling  you 
i  took  my  girl  to  Ktw, 

And  Emma  was  the  dAiiing  creaturo^s  nmae. 
While  Btaiiding  on  the  pier, 
borne  chaps  at  her  did  leor, 

And  one  and  all  around  her  did  exclaim  : 


Chouus. 

Whoa,  Emma!  Whoa,  Emma!  ' 

Emma,  you  put  me  in  quite  a  dilemma ! 
Oh,  Emma!  Whoa',  Emma! 

That's  what  I  heard  from  Putney  to  Kcw, 

I  asked  them  "  what  they  meant  ?  " 
When  some  one  at  me  sent 

An  egg  which  nearly  struck  me  in  the  eye  ; 
The  girl  began  to  scream, 
Baying,  "Fred,  what  does  this  mean  ?" 

I  asked  again  and  this  was  their  reply  : 

Whoa,  Emma  1  &c, 

I  thought  they'd  never  cease, 
So  shouted  out  "  Police !  " 

And  when  he  came  he  looked  at  me  so  sly. 
The  crowd  they  then  me  chaffed. 
And  said  I  must  be  daft !  " 

And  once  again  they  all  commenced  to  cry  : 

Whoa,  Emma!  «c 

An  old  man  said  to  mo 
Young  man,  can't  you  see 

The  joke,"  and  I  looked  at  him  with  surprise. 
He  said,  Don't  be  put  out, 
It*8  a  saying  got  about," 

And  then  their  voices  seemed  to  rend  the  skies : 

Whoa,  Emma )  *o 

6a 


WWTE  A  LETTER  TO  m  WOTHEfi. 


wo>">»  Kt  «.  BOW«a._ 


Xm.O    BY  B.   p.   „^^„^ 


BmSeVflJlJr ''■''* '■"'"'dart' 

'  well  that  thus  we  pari 

CaoBDa. 

JNot  a  word  of  that  bo  said       ' 
I'ather.s  fighting  for  the  Union        , 

X'"»oonh„n..Shred\7hl^'dead. 

W'»ealotterton,y„,„th«,,4^ 

Do  jou  ever  thinit  of  mother 
la  onr  home  wifKi„Tu      , ' 

That  would  km  1  "  *","""' 

"^•"e^uttiir^ran'oXtw. 
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--- ^wetter  to  my  mother,  &c. 
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